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PROLOGUE. 

Spoken  by  Mr.  Cibber. 


OU  R  Bard  the  Critick  dreads  \  hut  more  he  fears 
The  Wit  that's  noifie,  than  the  Judge  that  hears . 
To  gain  the  kind  Attention  of  the  Fair , 

Has  ever  heen  the  gentle  Poet's  Care, 

And  to  that  f  leafing  Hope,  what  e'er  may  prove 
The  leafi  Impediment,  he  won  d  remove . 

While  His  difir efi.  Love- wounded  Herds  Part, 

Melts  ev'ry  Tender  Lady's  Ryes,  and  Heart, 

He  begs  the  Men,  who  muffled  Nymphs  ingage, 

Wou'd,  for  that  time,  fufpend  their  am'rous  Rage . 

During  the  Scene ,  let  Roman  Lovers  burn, 

And  'twixt  each  A  Si,  the  Britcifh  in  their  turn  j 
But  wore  prefumptuous  yet,  he  dares  to  Night, 

Retrench  the  Many,  of  their  chief  Delight, 

Again  ft  thofe  Monfi'rous  Gim-Cracks,  here  declare, 

Of  which,  more  fond  our  grofs  Spectators  are, 

Than  honefi  Otter  of  bis  Bui! ,  and  Bear . 

Firfl,  he  contemns  that  fenfelefs  Decoration, 

In  which,  fornc  Poets  have  indulg'd  the  Nation , 


No 


PROLOGUE. 

No  taudry  Court,  no  dangling  Maids  of  Honour, 
When  e'er  the  Prince fs  Enters,  wait  upon' her-, 

No  lacker  d  Guards ,  to  pleafe  our  Friends  above, 
Attend  the  Hero,  while  he's  making  Love  5 
Here,  no  Drawcanfir,  with  Bear-Garden  Play, 
Warms  the  rough  Briton,  when  he  hews  his  Way  $ 
No  Armies  fall  beneath  the  rattling  Shield , 

To  make  this  Spot  refemble  Blenheim’/  Field  $ 

This  Author,  to  delight  a  barVrous  Age, 

$  trows  not  with  gafping  Heroines  the  Stage  $ 

We  bellow  forth  no  high-flown  gingling  Traps , 

T 0  bite  tranfported  Witlings  of  their  Claps , 

No  Ghojl  is  rais'd,  no  Incantation  fung. 

Nor  a  fluff'd  OEdipus  from  Window  flung. 

We,  of  the  French,  their  Stage  Decorum  prize. 
And  jujily  fuch  Abfurdities  defpife, 

Approve  their  Unity,  of  Place,  and  Time 
But  flbun  their  trivial  Points,  and  gaudy  Rhime. 
True  Tafles,  our  Poet  ft  rives  to  entertain, 

With  fomething  very  good,  and  very  plain . 

One  choice,  well-order  d  Dijh ,  is  all  the  Treat, 

No  Sauce,  to  make  you  doubtful  what  you  eat. 

The  ravnGUs  Auditor  is  quite  undone. 

Who  comes  prepar'd  to  hear  five  Plays  in  one. 

The  courfer  Palates  love  a  large  Repaflj 

But  where  the  Courfe  will  cram,  the  Fine  will  f  'aft. 
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This  hold  Reformer  wifely  hides  his  Name  \ 

For  none  expeSf  Applaufe  from  thofe  they  blatne . 

He  fays,  he  dabbles  in  Heroick  Meafure, 

Neither  for  Fame,  nor  Profit ;  but  his  Pleafure, 
Idle,  conceal'd,  and  far  from  Thought  of  Gains, 
He  ventures  naught,  we  risk  our  Time ,  and  Pains . 


■- "  ■  *  - . . 


Dramatis  Perfonse 


MEN.  ; 

OCtavius  Cafar  Auguflus ,  Emperor  7  ^  <powe[t 
of  Rome.  * 

Cinna ,  the  Chief  Confpirator  againft  Au- 7  ^00tfj 

guftus.  m  ^ 

Maximus ,  his  Friend,  and  Affociate  in  the  7  jyjr  ^ills. 

Confpiracy.  * 

*Polycletus>  the  Freedman  of  Auguflus .  Mr.  Carnaby . 

Evander,  Freedman  of  Cinna.  Mr.  Ryan. 

Euphorbusy  Freedman  of  Maximus.  Mr.  Boman. 

WOMEN. 

Livid,  the  Emprefs.  Mrs.  Knight. 

Emilia ,  the  Daughter  of  Toraniur,  whom"? 

Auguftus  had  profcrib'd  during  the  Tri->  Mrs.  Oldfield. 
umv  irate.  b 

Fulvia ,  Friend  to  Emilia .  Mrs.  Cox. 


!*  * 


Tbe  SCENE  ROME. 


Cinna’s  Confpiracy 


ACT  I.  SCENE  I. 

The  Curtain  drawf ,  and  difcovers  Emilia,  and  Fulvia  in 

Emilia’*  Apartment . 

Emil.  \\T  THEN  I  behold  this Ca far,  this  Auguflust 
%  /  Amidft  the  Pomp  of  his  Imperial  Glory, 

Grief  and  Refentment  then  reproach  ray 
w  ▼  Mem’ry, 

That  his  ungrateful  Hand  profcrib’d Toranius% 
His  faithful  Tutor,  and  my  tender  Father, 

To  make  his  firft  Advance  to  mount  this  Throne. 

Abandon’d  then  to  my  impetuous  Rage, 

I  meditate  a  thoufand  Deaths  on  Cafar , 

Yet  in  the  tranfports  of  a  Wrath  fo  juft, 

I  Cinna  love,  more  than  I  hate  Auguftus% 

And  I  perceive  the  boyling  Motions  cool. 

When  to  purfue  ’em  1  expofe  a  Lover, 

When  on  the  frightful  Dangers  I  refled, 

On  which  I  may  precipitate  my  Cinna , 

My  felf  I  irritate  againft  my  felf} 

For  tho*  his  Love  all  Danger  may  defpife. 


Emilia 
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Emilia  (hou’d  condder  ev’ry  Fate 

That  threatens  Subjects,  when  they  (trike  at  Kings. 

Th’ Event  is  doubtful*,  but  the  Danger  certain. 

A  dadard,  envious,  or  a  faithlefs  Friend, 

May  facrifice  the  Caufe,  and  Cinnas  Life* 

The  Manner  ill  concerted,  ill  perform’d,  , 

Or  Opportunity  not  rightly  taken, 

Againft  my  Cinnas  Brea  ft  may  turn  the  Blow, 

At  Cafar  dedin’d - 

Fulv.  Madam,  drive  to  quell 

This  fatal  Rage  of  Vengeance - -O!  no  more 

Indulge  a  Hate,  that  ev’ry  Moment  drowns 

Your  Eyes,  and  gives  your  Heart  fuch  dabbing  Fears. 

Emil.  But,  can  I  fear  >  or  fliou’d  I  ftoop  to  weep  ? 

While  greatly  I  revenge  a  Father’s  Blood. 

Can  I  regret  the  Price  by  which  his  Death 
I  may  retaliate  on  his  Murtherer  ? 

Banifti,  Emilia ,  banifii  the  drong  Terrors, 

That  feize,  that  wou’d  debafe  thy  Roman  Soul : 

And  thou,  O  fofc’ning  Love!  whofe  tender  Pow’r, 

Has  rais’d  this  rending  Tumult  in  my  Heart, 

Combat  no  more  my  Virtue,  but  obey, 

And  to  its  glorious  Di&ates  be  fubfervient. 

Be  gen’rous  Love,  and  to  my  Duty  yield  * 

Thou  canft  not  conquer  here,  but  to  thy  Shame. 

Y es,  I  have  fworn  it  Fulvia ,  and  again, 

Tho’  I  love  Cinnay  yes,  fho’  I  adore  him, 

Again  repeat,  confirm  my  facred  Oath, 

That  Cinna  never  (hall  podefs  Emilia , 

Till,  by  his  Hand,  this  King  by  me  profcrib’d 
Shall  perilhj  yes,  his  mounted  Head  alone. 

Laid  low  a  Vi&im  to  my  jud  Revenge, 

Shall  blefs  the  Hopes  of  Cinnas  fervent  Vows. 

The  Law  my  Duty  has  impos’d  on  me 
I  give  to  him. 

Fulv.  Madam,  the  Sentiments 
You  from  your  Duty  form,  are  truly  Roman . 

Your 
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Your  great  Defign  muft  ever  make  you  deem’d 
Worthy  the  Blood  of  him  you  wou’d  revenge  5 
Yet  once  again  permit  me  to  intreat. 

That  you  wou’d  moderate  your  juft  Refentment. 

Thofe  envy’d  Favours,  Cafar  ev’ry  Day 
Confers  on  you,  Teem  to  repair  thofe  Ills 
Which  once  you  fufFer’d  from  his  fatal  Hand. 

Your  Pow’r  at  Court  appears  fo  much  declar’d, 

That  they  who  (hare  the  moft  in  Ca far's  Smiles, 
Kneeling  to  you  their  humble  Suits  prefer. 

Emil.  Can  Benefits  revive  my  flaughter’d  Father? 

In  whatfoever  State  I  am  confider’d, 

In  Wealth  abounding,  or  in  Credit  pow’rful, 

I  ftill  remain  the  Child  of  one  profcrib’d. 

From  Cafafs  lavifti  Hand  I  ev’ry  Hour 
Receive,  but  am  not  fcfcen’d  with  his  Bounties  $ 

No/  ftill  my  Hate  and  Courage  are  the  fame, 

And  more,  my  Pow’r  to  compafs  my  Defign. 

In  fuch  a  Caufe,  depriv’d  of  open  Means, 

Tho’  ’gainft  my  Benefa&or  I  confpire, 

Treafon  is  glorious}  and  I  fell  my  Father, 

If  meanly  yielding  to  the  Grace  of  Cafar> 

I  leave  my  Parent’s  Murther  unreveng’d. 

Fulv.  But  will  you  let  the  World  infult  your  Name, 
With  the  detefted  Epithet,  Ungrateful? 

Indulge  your  Grief,  and  hate  in  private  rather. 
Thoufands  befides  Emilia  ftill  retain 
The  fad  Impreflion  of  thofe  Cruelties, 

By  which  the  Tyrant  has  confirm’d  his  Throne. 

The  many  daring  and  illuftrious  Romans , 

That  fell  a  Sacrifice  to  his  Ambition, 

Have  to  their  Children  left  a  brooding  Grief, 

Which  muft  produce,  on  this  detefted  Cafar, 

A  general  Revenge  for  all  his  Crimes. 

Numbers  of  bold  and  enterprizing  Spirits 
Have  vow’d  the  Deed,  and  thoufands  more  will  follow. 
Who  can  live  long  that  is  the  common  Grievance? 
Embark  your  Int’reft  with  the  publick  Caufe  * 


But 
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But  aid  it  only  with  your  fccret  Willies. 

Emil.  Shall  I  attend  from  Chance  the  mortal  Blow, 

And  fathfie  the  prefling  Call-  of  Duty 
With  bafhful  Hate,  and  with  obfeure  Revenge? 

The  Death  of  Cdfar  wou’d  be  bitter  to  me, 

If  he  to  any  Caufe  a  Vi&im  fell, 

But  my  Revenge  ^ - 

Yet  to  the  Pleafure  of. a  filial  Vengeance, 

I’ll  joyn  the  Glory  gain’d  by  killing  Tyrants, 

And  Rome  lhall  through  all  Italy  proclaim, 

Emilia's  Vengeance  fee  che  Romans  free  : 

Her  Soul  was  touch’d  with  Pity,  and  her  Heart 
Pierc’d  deep  with  Love  ;  but  at  that  Price  alone, 

She  yielded  to  that  Love. - 

Fulv:  O  fatal  Pallion ! 

That  drives  your  Lover  on  to  certain  Ruin. 

Think  better  to  what  Dangers  you  expofe  him, 

How  many  on  this  Rock  have  fplit  already. 

Emil,  Forbear,  alas! - My  Soul’s  moft  tender  Part 5 

Let  Fulv ia's  Friendfhip  ceafe  to  wound  in  vain. 

When  Fear  for  Cinna's  Life  invades  my  Heart, 

Love  triumphs  o’er  the  faint  Efforts  of  Duty  } 

But  when  Rome's  Fetters,  —  when  my  Father’s  Murther, 
Upbraid  Emilia's  tame,  relenting  Spirit, 

Love’s  gentle  Flame  fubmits  to  fierce  Revenge. 

Thou  fhew’ft  the  Dangers  great - 1  own  ’em  great; 

Yet  what  we  venture  is  nor  always  loft. 

Tho’  Cafar  were  amidft  a  thoufand  Legions, 

Not  all  the  Caution,  Fear  or  Guilt  may  give  him, 

Can  guard  his  Life  from  Cinna's  daring  Hand, 

When  Love  and  Honour  urge  the  glorious  Deed. 

’Tis  Virtue’s,  ’tis  my  Glory’s  Enterprife, 

And  whether  Cinna  or  Auguftus  perifh, 

I  to  the  Manes  of  Toranins  owe 

This  Sacrifice,  which  Cinna  vow’d  to  me, 

When,  in  return,  I  gave  my  plighted  Faith, 

Of  which  this  Blow  alone  can  make  him  worthy. 

Beiides  it  is  too  late  to  dagger  now* 


This 
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This  fatal  Day  they  meet,  this  Day  determine 
The  Place,  the  Hour,  the  Hand — i  know  the  word; 

if  Cinna  falls,  Emilia  follows  him - 

This  is  the  ufual  Hour  in  which  the  Emprefs 

Receives  her  Morning  Court - 

Fulv.  But  Ctnna  promis'd, 

That  ere  an  Hour  were  pafs’d,  he’d  find  you  here. 

Emil.  If  I  omit  to  make  my  Court  to  Li  via  y 
She,  as  a  Favour,  fends  to  know  the  Caufe 
That  makes  me  fail,  and  what  can  I  pretend 

To  her*  if  Ctnna’ s  Vifit  I  receive - - 

We'll  only  fnow  our  felves,  and  ftrait  return.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

The  Scene  opens  and  dtfeovers  Cinna  and  Maximus  at  the  Head 

of  the  Conspirators. 

Civ .  My  Friends,  and  Fellow-Citizens  of  Rome , 

The  Time  fo  long  impatiently  defir'd, 

To  eafe  our  Griefs,  to  end  our  Doubts,  and  crown 
Our  glorious  Hopes;  is  now  at  hand  f  to  Morrow 
Heav’n  in  our  Hands  will  put  the  Fate  of  Rome , 

Then,  on  the  Ruin  of  one  fingle  Man, 

Will  all  that’s  dear  to  us,  to  Rome  depend  5 
But  can  we  call  him  Man  who  is  Inhuman, 

Whofe  Thirfi  {or  Roman  Blood’s  mfatiabie? 

How  many  wily  Snares  has  Cafar  laid, 

To  make  his  Fellow- Citizens  his  Prey  ? 

How  many  times  deferted  Sides  and  Parties  ? 

With  Antony  this  Traitor  firfl  combin’d, 

Then  hunted  him  with  fpightful  War  to  Death, 

And  cruel  ft  ill,  and  infolenc.  I  tremble. 

When  I  wou'd  call  to  mind  the  Miferics 
Our  Parents  fufFer'd  in  our  tender  Years  > 

Thofe  barbarous,  invet'rate,  civil  Battels, 

In  which  Rome  tore  in  pieces  her  own  Bowels, 

When  Eagles  bore  down  Eagles,  and  each  Province 

Sent 
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Sent  forth  her  Legions  againlf  Liberty, 

When  the  beft  Soldiers,  and  the  greateft  Chiefs 
Did  vilely  glory  in  becoming  Slaves; 

And  then,  to  keep  in  Countenance  ttie  Shame 
Their  Fetters  brought,  they  put  the  World  in  Chains, 
Contending  next,  who  that  accurfed  Honour 
Should  firft  obtain,  of  giving  it  a  Lord, 

Gilding  with  Sov’reign  Powr  the  Name  of  Traitor; 
Romans  with  Romans,  Kindred  fought  with  Kindred, 
For  the  foie  Privilege  of  naming  Tyrants. 

Maxim .  What  Roman  Heart,  what  Memory,  can  lofe 
The  fad  Impreflion  of  the  impious  Concord 
Of  the  Triumvirs ,  terrible  and  fatal 
To  all  good  Men,  the  rich,  and  to  the  Senate, 

And  then  to  the  Triumvirate  it  felf  ? 

Who  can  exprcfs  the  Grief  the  Terror,  Woe, 

That  rent  a  virtuous  and  a  free-born  Soul, 

When  it  beheld  in hepidus,  a  Wretch; 

In  Antony,  a  Libertine;  in  Co? far, 

An  artful  timorous  Uiyjfes  triumph, 

And  tyrannize  o’er  Romans ? 

Cm.  And  combine 

To  deluge  Rome  in  her  own  Childrens  Blood, 

Seeming  to  vie  who  (hould  exceed  the  other 
In  execrable  Crimes,  and  vaft  Deftrudion . 

My  fad  reludant  Memory  denies 
To  aid  my  Soul,  attempting  to  deferibe 
Woes  that  {fill  dwell  fo  heavy  in  our  Hearts. 

Marcel.  Amaz’d,  and  terrify’d,  as  heretofore; 
Methinks  I  fee  the  tragick  Scenes  perform’d, 

Some  in  the  publick  Places  ma/facred; 

Some  in  the  Boloms  of  their  Houfhold  Gods,* 

The  Guilty  in  their  Crimes  indulg’d,  incourag’d; 

The  Husband  murther’d  by  the  Wife  in  Bed  ; 

The  Son,  all  hideous  with  the  Father’s  Blood, 

Frefents  his  Head,  demanding  his  .Reward. 

Maxim .  And  yet  thefc  horrid,  thefe  licentious  Ills, 
Which,  from.their  Hoftile  Hands,  we  long  indur*d  5 
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Are  but  faint  Scetches  of  thofe  Cruelties 
Our  Country  buffer'd  from  their  bloody  Peace. 

Glabr.  ’Tis  needlefs  to  recite  the  glorious  Names 
Of  thofe  Iiluftrious  Men  by  them  profcrib’d  i 
Or  paint  the  Deaths  of  all  thofe  Demi-Gods, 

Thofe  ftedfaft  Patriots,  the  remofelefs  Tyrants 
Before  our  Sacred  Altars  facrificM 

Cm .  Thofe  Cruelties,  the  lofs  of  our  Eftatcs, 

Our  Liberties,  the  ravaging  our  Country, 

The  pillaging  our  Cities,  the  Profcriptions, 

Our  Civil  Wars,  are  but  the  bloody  Steps 
On  which  Auguftus  chofe  to  mount  his  Throne, 

And  di&ate  to  us  his  perpetual  Laws. 

Len.  Yet  we  may  change  this  wretched  Deftiny, 
Since,  of  three  Tyrants,  only  one  remains. 

Our  other  Triumvirs  he  juftly  punifh’d, 

When,  big  with  hopes  of  Pow'r,  in  Lepidus 
And  Antony  he  fell'd  his  own  Support. 

Maxim .  This  once  he  did,  but  ’twas  to  reign  alone 
Deftroy  two  Men  as  wicked  as  himfelf. 

Rutil.  When  dead  he’ll  be  difabled  of  Revenge, 
And  we  no  more  fhall  dread  the  Name  of  Mafter, 
The  Senate  fhall  decree  us  Annual  Triumphs 
For  Liberty  reftor’d,  and  Tyranny  deflroy'd. 

Cin.  Let  us  not  lofe  this  Opportunity, 

That  fmiles  propitious  on  our  Enterprize, 

To  Morrow  0/*r,  in  the  Capitol, 

Will  offer  Sacrifice,  and  may  he  be 
Himfelf  the  Vi&im  *  let  us  in  this  Place, 

This  awful  Place,  do  Juftice  to  the  World, 

Ev’n  in  the  Face  of  our  afiembled  Gods  5 
But  few  attend  him  there  befide  our  felves, 

Then  Maximus ,  with  half  our  Band,  may  guard 
The  Portal,  with  the  reft  I'll  compafs  Cafar  5 
He,  from  my  Hand  receives  the  hallow’d  Cup ; 

Then,  as  a  Signal,  may  this  glorious  Arm 
Direft  my  Ponyard  deep  into  his  Bofom : 

Thus  with  a  mortal  Blow  the  Tyrant  ftruck* 
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Will  (how  that  Cinna  is  of  Tompe/s  Blood  $ 

And  you,  by  fcconding  my  Stroak,  confirm 
You  Hill  remember  your  Illufirious  Fathers  j 
If  any  of  our  Members  difapprove 
The  Condud,  cr  Occafion.  let  him  him  fpeak. 

Freely  objed,  or  (wear  by  Liberty 
Stedfaftly  to  adhere  to  thi$*Propofal. 

Max.  Liberty - 

Omnes .  Liberty,  Revenge,  Revenge  and  Liberty. 

SCENE  III. 

Emilia  Enters  with  Fulvia,  as  in  her  own  Apartment. 

Emil.  The  great  important  Hour  is  now  expir’d, 

When  the  Succefs  of  my  illuH rious  Vengeance, 

And  when  thy  kind  or  cruel  Fate,  Emilia ; 

Thine  mighty  Rome ,  thine  Cinna>  was  refolv’d. 

How  tedious  are  the  Hours  of  Expedation ! 

W  hen  ev’ry  Moment  gives  the  Soul  new  Hope 
Of  mighty  Toy,  or  Fear  of  mortal  Woe - - 

1 

Enter  Cinna. 

But  fee  he  comes - Are  your  Affociates  firm - 

Are  they  not  (larded,  Cinna ,  at  the  Danger, 

Or  do  their  Brows  affure  their  Hearts  are  bold. 

And  refolute  as  are  their  Words  and  Oaths? 

Cm.  Never  Emilia ,  never  yet  was  form’d 
Confpiracy  that  gave  fuch  Expedition, 

Nor  ever  did  Confpirators  refolve, 

With  fuch  refentful  Warmth,  a  Tyrant’s  Death. 

Such  joyful  Hopes  appear  in  ev’ry  Face, 

Such  Eagernefsto  execure  the  Deed, 

As  if  like  me  each  Man  obeyed  his  Miftrefs, 

A  Hatred  fo  confirm’d  pofTefTes  ’em, 

As  if  like  you  each  Man  reveng’d  a  Father. 

Emil.  I  well  forefaw  you  wou’d  not  fail  to  chufe, 

For  fuch  a  Work,  Men  of  intrepid  Souls, 
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That  Cinna  cou’d  not  truft  Rome's  Caufe,  and  mine, 
But  in  the  Hands  of  Men  of  Ready  Virtue. 

Cm,  I  could  have  wilh’d  that  you  had  feen  the  Rage 
Which  at  the  Name  of  Cafar,  or  Augujlus^ 

Flam’d  in  their  Ryes  $  1  fcarce  cou’d  end  my  Speech, 
When,  with  a  noble  Heat,  the  whole  Afiembly 
Approv’d  the  Project  I  w'ith  you  concerted, 

To  give  my  deftin’d  Blow  to  C ajar's  Heart. 

This  is  the  Point  to  which  we  now  are  come* 

To  Morrow  I  expe&  the  Hate,  or  Hearts, 

Of  all  Mankind,  the  Name  of  Paricide, 

Or  of  Deliverer,  Cafar>  that  of  Prince, 

Or  thofe  of  Traitor,  and  ufurping  Tyrant. 

Whether  the  Gods  on  me  (hall  fmile,  or  jfroWn, 

Raife  me  to  Glory,  or  deliver  me 
To  lhameful  Punifhment,  to  Cruelties  3 
That  Rome  declare  us  Friends,  or  Eftemies^ 

I  fhall  find  Pleafure  on  the  Rack,  in  Shame, 

When  I  reflect  I  bear  ’em  for  Emilia - 

Emil,  Nothing  can  happen  that  may  wound  thy  Fame; 
If  Fortune  prove  averfe,  thy  Life’s  in  Danger* 

But  Cinna's  Honour  is  not  in  her  Pow’f. 

Brutus  and  CaJJius  met  with  ill  Succefs ; 

Yet,  is  the  Splendor  of  their  Names  obfcur’d  > 

Are  they  not  ftill  efteem’d  the  firfl  of  Romans ? 

The  Conqueror,  Augujlust  reigns  in  Rome 3 
But  thofe  illuftrious  Vi&ims  Rome  -deplores. 

Go,  on  their  Steps,  where  now  thy  Honour  calls  thee; 
Yet  Cinna  be  not  carelefs  of  thy  Life, 

Bear  in  thy  Mind  our  bright  and  tender  Flame, 

That  not  the  Glory  only  3  but  Emilia 
Is  thy  Reward,  that  (he  expe&s  thy  Heart, 

Due  to  the  Favour  of  her  plighted  Faith, 

And  of  the  Truft  (lie  has  repos’d  in  Thee  3 
Forget  not  therefore,  that  thy  Days  are  dear 
To  Me,  and  that  my  Life  depends  on  thine. 
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Enter  Evander. 

But  what  has  brought  in  hafte  Evander  here? 

Evan.  My  Lord,  *tis  C a  far's  Will,  that  Maximus 
And  you  forthwith  attend  him. 

On.  - Both,  Evander  ? 

Evan.  As  thro’  the  Forum  I  this  Moment  paft, 
Stern  ‘Polycletus  ftopt  my  eager  March, 

Inquir’d  for  You,  and  then  for  Maximus . 

I  faid  that  You  in  private  halted  forth; 

But  had,  by  Me,  intreated  Maximus , 

To  meet  you,  ere  an  Hour  was  fpent,  at  Court. 

He  told  me  that  he  wou’d  return  to  Ctfar. 

Pleas’d  with  the  good  Effed  of  my  Precaution, 

I  hither  fped  to  give  ybu  timely  Notice. 

He  wore  his  earncft  Look. 

Emil.  Thou  art  difcover’d. 

Send,  fend  with  Speed  for  the  Confpirators. 

Cin .  Have  better  Hopes. 

Emil.  No,  Cinna>  I  lhall  lofe  thee ; 

I  find  the  Gods  are  obltinately  bent 
On  giving  Rome  a  Malter,  and  have  mingled, 
Among  thy  true  and  worthy  Friends,  a  Traitor; 

It  mull  be  fo,  Auguflus  is  inform’d 
Of  all,  and  thou  and  all  our  Hopes  are  loft. 

Cin.  In  vain  I  wou’d  diflemble  my  Surprife, 

I  own  I  ftand  amaz’d  at  this  Command; 

Yet  C/efar  often /alls  me  near  his  Perfon, 

And  Maximus  is  of  his  Bofom  Friendfhip, 

Perhaps  our  Fears  prevail  upon  our  Reafon, 

Emil.  Ah !  Cinnat  drive  not  to  Extremity 
My  Grief,  and  fince  you  can’t  revenge  my  Wrong, 
From  C a  far's  mortal  Vengeance  fave  your  felf. 
Enough  thefe  Eyes  have  wept  my  Father’s  Murther, 
Reduce  me  not  to  mourn  a  Lover  too. 

Cin.  Art  thou  Emilia  f  from  the  meer  Illufion 
Of  a  vain  panick  Fear,  lhall  I  betray 
Emilia's  Int’reft,  and  the  Publick  Good, 
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Abandon  all,  when  I  (hou’d  venture  all  ? 

Confider  what  EfFedt  my  Flight  wou’d  have 
Upon  our  Friends,  fhou’d  this  Alarm  prove  falfe. 
Emil .  But  if  thy  Enterprife  be  known  to  C<efart 

What  will  become  of  Cinna ? - 

Cin  If  there  be 

A  Soul  fo  mean  as  to  betray  the  Caufe, 

And  me,  yet  Cinna  s  Virtue  (hall  not  fail  him 
Yes  it  (hall  brave  the  vilcft  Punifliment, 

In  fpight  of  Fortune  (hall  fecure  my  Glory, 

In  Tortures  triumph  over  Ca far's  Wrath, 

Shall  make  him  jealous  of  the  Blood  he  flieds. 

And  tremble  at  the  Death  he  gives - No  more, 

I  fear  my  longer  Stay  may  give  Sufpicion. 

Now,  my  Emtlia\  let  thy  Words,  and  Looks, 
Confirm  my  gen’rous  Courage,  and  farewel.— — 
If  I  a  rig’rous  Fate  am  doom’d  to  bear, 

I  (hall,  at  once,  be  wretched,  and  be  happy. 
Happy,  to  die  endeavouring  to  ferve  You, 

But  wretched  that  I  die  and  have  not  ferv’d  You. 

Emil.  Go  Cinna ,  liften  to  my  Fears  no  more. 
Forgive,  my  Love,  this  one  ignoble  Weaknefs. 

I  fee  that  thy  Attempt  to  fly  were  vain ; 

If  Cafar  is  inform’d,  his  Jealoufie 
Has' taken  care  to  hinder  thy  Efcape. 

Go,  go,  and  in  this  noble  Confidence, 

Prefent  thy  felf  at  Court,  to  Ca far's  Prefence  $ 

If  there  Augustus  has  decreed  thy  Fall, 

Die  as  becomes  a  Roman  Citizen  \ 

But  Cinna  do  not  thou  believe  Emilia 
Will  patiently  attend  ’till  Grief  (hall  end  her. 

No!  thy  departing  Soul  will  bear  mine  with  if, 

And  ev’ry  Stab  that  pierces  thee - ■ - 

Cin.  Ohold! 

Let  me,  when  I  am  dead,  ftill  live  in  Thee* 

At  lead  permit  me,  while  I  die,  to  hope, 

Emilia's  Grief  will  prompt  her  to  Revenge, 
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By  one  great  Blow,  a  Lover  and  a  Father. 

There  is  no  Caufe  why  Thou  fhoifdft  fear,  our  Friends 
Know  not  the  Secret  of  our  Love,  nor  Vengeance, 

Trufted  alone  to  Fulvia ,  and  Evander. 

Emil.  Lefs  apprehenfive  then  I  go  to  Liviat 
Since,  midft  the  Danger,  there  remains  a  Hope 
To  fave  thy  Life  3  but  if  this  Method  fail, 

O  chink  not*  Cinna ,  that  I  will  out-live  thee. 

Cin.  Forbear  that  Thought,  let  not  thy  Love  to  Me 
Seduce  thee  to  be  cruel  to  thy  felf. 

Emil.  Go,  and  remember  only  that  I  love. 

Thy  Deftiny  is  mine  *  if  I  fucceed. 

We  both  (hall  live  3  if  not,  we  both  mull  bleed. 

[Exeunt. 


The  End  of  the  Ftrfi  Aft. 
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ACT  II.  SCENE  I. 

Polycletus  in  Cxfot’s  Appartment. 


Toly,  T  W onder  much  that  Maximus  and  Cinna 

Appear  not  yet  at  Court  j  but  here  they  come* 

Enter  Mjximus  and  Cinna. 

By  Cafar's  Order  I  attend  here, 

To  give  him  Notice  of  your  firft  Appearance.  [Exit . 

Maxim .  If  Cafar  is  inform’d  of  our  Defign, 

Then  Tolycletus  has  diflembled  well  * 

For  Ca/ar  never  fails  to  let  him  know. 

In  fuch  a  Cafe,  the  Caufe  of  his  Commiflion. 

Cm.  He  is  too  rough,  and  hafty  to  diflemblej 
His  Zeal  for  Tyrants  wou’d  not  let  him  fmootn 
His  ftern  Demeanour 3  if  he  knew  our  Purpofe* 

But  Cafar  comes. 

Maxim .  He  wears  a  thoughtful  Brow. 

CaTar  Enters ,  and  places  himfelf  between  Cinna  and 

Maximus. 

'  ^  "  •»'  ~c.  < -  .f 

Caf.  This  abfolute  Command,  this  Power  fupream, 

That  o’er  the  Univerfe  I  now  poflefs  ;  ? 

This  boundlefs  Grandeur,  this  illuftrious  Title 
By  Me,  at  length,  with  fo  much  Toy!  acquir’d, 

And  which  of  Blood  has  coft  fuch  vaft  Etfuflon} 

All  that  importunate  and  flattering  Courtiers 
Adore  in  this  my  Elevated  Fortune, 

Believe  me,  Friends,  is  like  a  dazling  Beauty 

That  flrikes  the  Sight}  but  when  enjoy’d  grows  pall’d} 

Ambition  thus  when  fatiated  offends, 
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And  foon  an  oppofite  Defire  fucceeds: 

Thus  mounted  on  the  Pinnacle  of  Power, 

I  covet  to  defcend  *  the  Soul  amus’d, 

From  Stage  to  Stage  of  Life,  with  ardent  Heat, 
SomeObjed  ftill  purfues$  but  when  pofiefs’d 
Of  all  it  can  defirc,  when  not  one  Obje£t 
Remains,  that  can  provoke  the  eager  Chace, 

She  to  her  filf  returns,  and  flights  her  Prey  : 

I  fought  for  Empire,  and  I  have  obtain’d  it 
But  underftood  not  that  for  which  I  fought: 

And  all  the  Charms  I  find  in  the  Poflefilon, 

Are  anxious  Cares,  perpetual  Alarms, 

U^|L  A  thoufand  fecrct  Enemies,  and  Dc&£ 

Still  menacing.  In  Arbitrary  Power 
bylla,  preceded  Me,  and  the  great  Julius, 

My  Sire,  enjoy’d  a  while  defpotick  Sway, 

Which  they  beheld  with  different  Regard, 

The  one  refign’d,  the  other  held  the  T  hrone  5 
The  one,  tho’ cruel,  barbarous,  and  fierce, 

Like  a  good  Citizen,  belov’d  and  quiet, 

Dy’d  in  the  Bofom  of  his  Native  City; 

But  Julius,  Gracious,  Courteous,  and  Humane, 
Amidft  the  Senate  faw  himfelf  aflafiin'd. 

Thefe  frefh  Examples  wou’d  inftrud:  me  well  j 
If  meer  Example  fhou’d  dired  our  Deeds, 

To  follow  Syllas  Conduct  Pm  inclin’d, 

And  at  the  Face  of  Julius  ftand  agaft. 

,.Cin.  Not  always  do  the  paft  Events  deferibe 
The  necefiary  Fate  of  Things  to  come. 

Atg.  Thence  is  the  conftant  Anguifh  of  my  Soul 

Afilfi:  me,  Friends, - Diftradion  follows  Doubt. 

You  are  to  Me  Mecenas  and  A  grip  pa  j 
I  often  have  this  Point  difeufs’d  with  them, 

Take  you  the  Power  they  had  upon  my  Mind, 
Confider  not  the  Grandeur  of  my  Rank, 

Odious  to  Rorjsr>  and  irkfome  to  my  felf, 

Treat  me  not  like  a  Sovereign,  but  a  Friend  5 
AUguftus ,  Rome,  the  State  are  in  your  Hands 5 
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And  whether  Europe ,  AJia>  Africa , 

Shall  yield  to  Laws,  or  Arbitrary  Rule, 

Depends  alone  on  your  united  Votes. 

By  them  I'll  b zAuguflus  or  O  flavins. 

By  them  be  Emperor  or  Citizen. 

Civ .  Tho*  weak  for  Council,  and  tho’  much  furpriz’d, 
I  (hall  obey  •,  nor  with  mean  Complaifance, 

Will  I  endeavour  to  difguife  my  Thoughts. 

Cafar^  you  will  be  cruel  to  your  Glory, 

In  opening  thus  your  Heart  to  fuch  Impreflions. 

Should  you  refign  the  Power  your  Sword  has  won  ; 

The  envious  World,  fevere  to  all  your  Actions, 

Would  conftrue  this  Remorfe,  that  (hamefiil  Brand 
Imprint  not  on  thofe  rare,  and  lignal  Virtues, 

Which  wrought  your  Fortune  to  this  wondrous  height. 
You  juftly  are  our  Monarch,  nor  have  You, 

By  wicked  Outrage,  chang’d  the  Form  of  State  ♦, 

Rome  Conquer’d  all  the  Word,  you  Conquer’d  Rome . 
This  Julius  did,  and  You  mull  now  condemn 
His  Memory,  or  muft  like  Him  proceed ; 

*Tis  not  for  You  to  follow,  nor  to  fear. 

Or  SyUa's ,  or  your  Father’s  Deftiny^ 

By  Heav’ns  Commifiion,  a  more  powerful  Spirit 
Hovers  with  careful  Watch  o’erO/izr’s  Years. 

Full  ten  Conspiracies  againft  your  Life 
Already  have  been  form’d  by  Men  determin’d. 

Yet  in  their  vain  Attempts  themfelves  have  perilh’d. 

Many  Confpire  •,  but  few  can  execute  j 

There  are  Aflafiins  ft  ill,  but  where’s  a  Brutus  ; 

If  that  Reverfe  of  Fortune  be  your  Doom, 

’Tis  great  to  Die  theMafter  of  the  World. 

Maxim.  Auguflus  has  a  Right  to  keep  the  Power, 
He  by  tranfeendent  Merit  has  acquir’d  $ 

For  with  his  Blood,  and  Peril  of  his  Life, 

He  juftly  made  a  Conqueft  of  the  State: 

But  that  his  Glory  will  receive  a  Stain, 

If  weary  with  the  weight  he  lay  it  down  ♦, 

Or  that  he  will  of  Tyraflny  accufe 


1 6  CinnaV  Confplracy. 

His  Father  Julius ,  or  approve  his  Death, 

1  muft  deny ;  You  Cafar  are  our  Prince. 

Rome>  and  its  Empire,  are  your  Property, 

And  of  our  own  we  freely  may  difpofe, 

Relinquifh  at  our  Pleafure,  or  retain  $ 

And  is  this  common  Privilege  debarr’d 
From  You  alone,  are  You  that  Conquer’d  all, 

The  VafTal  of  your  Power,  and  is  that  Greatneis 
By  which  you  abfolutely  Rule  the  World, 

Become  at  laft  Superiour  to  your  felf  ? 

Your  Virtue,  that  has  rais’d  lo  high  your  Glory, 
And  made  you  Triumph  over  all  Mankind, 

Will  ilill  be  greater,  if  you  flight  that  Empire. 

Let  the  Worid  fee  all  Grandeur  is  beneath  you  > 
Let  Cafar  only  Triumph  over  Cafar. 

To  Rome  you  owe  your  Birth,  to  Rome  thofeArms 
That  made  you  Vidor  over  all  the  Nations, 

That  brought  you  home  to  Triumph  o’er  her  felf; 
Yet  what  you  had  from  her  you’ll  now  repay. 

More  than  a  thoufand  fold,  by  this  great  Action. 
Follow  the  Light  of  Heav’n,  that  inlpires  you, 
That  points  this  only  Way  to  crown  your  Glory. 
Fortune,  or  Valour,  Empire  may  beftow^ 

But  firft  to  win,  and  then  difdain  a  Crown, 

Are  higheft  Proofs  of  a  confummate  Virtue 5 
Befides,  confider  that  you  reign  in  Rome, 

That  whatfoever  Name  the  Court  may  give  you, 
The  City  Ihudders  at  the  Name  of  King  ; 

And  tho’  with  fpecious  Terms  you  hide  the  Title, 
Yvrne  that  makes  himfelf  the  Mailer  there, 

Is  deem’d  a  Tyrant,  and  his  Party  Slaves, 

Travtors  his  Friends,  and  he  that  fuffers  him 
An  abjed  Coward,  and  of  fervile  Kind  ; 

To  kill  him  is  the  Work  of  gen’rous  Virtue. 

Of  this,  ten  vain  Attempts  upon  your  Life, 
Recorded  in  our  Minds,  are  difmal  Proofs  5 
Perhaps  another  ready  to  burft  forth. 

Attends  Occafion,  and  this  Agitation 
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Tnat  works  your  Soul,  is  Heaven’s  Admonishment, 

As  the  foie  Means  to  fave  you  from  the  Blow. 

Cm.  If  your  Affe&ion  to  your  Native  Country 
Muft  here  prevail,  it’s  proper  Good  confider  } 

This  Liberty,  that  is  to  Rome  fo  pretious, 

Is  but  imaginary,  and  to  Her 

Rather  pernicious,  than  of  wholefome  Ufei 

Or  far  inferior  to  that  Benefit, 

Which,  from  a  worthy  Prince,  a  State  receives. 

With  Ruleand  Reafon  Honours  He  confers, 

Rewards  with  Judgment,  punifhes  withjufticej 
Nor  knowing  that  his  Reign  is  but  a  Year, 

Does  he  precipitate  the  States  Affairs, 

Nor  is  rapacious  to  be  rich  in  hafte, 

Nor  lavifhes  the  Publick  Wealth  to  Fa&ion ; 

But,  where  the  Government  is  popular, 

All  is  perform’d  with  Tumult  and  Diforder, 

And  the  calm  Voice  of  Reafon  feldom  heard, 

There,  ever  to  the  moft  ambitious  Bidder 
The  Dignities  and  Offices  are  Sold, 

Sedition  there,  and  clam’rous  Impudence 
Extort  Authority ;  thofe  Annual  Kings, 

Jealous  of  the  fucceeding  Monarch’s  Glory, 

Ruin  with  envious  Hafte  the  beft  Defigns, 

And,  having  little  Stakes  in  what  they  manage, 

Purloin  their  Harveft  from  the  publick  Store, 

Secure  of  Pardon  from  thofe  Magift rates, 

Who  are  themfelves  endeav’urin.,  ro  furpafs 
Their  fordid  Predeccflbrs  in  Corruption. 

The  worft  of  Government  is  in  the  People. 

Aug.  Yet  Cinna ,  this  alone  will  pleafe  in  Rome$ 

This  Hate  to  Kings,  which  many  Centurks, 

Even  with  their  Milk,  her  Children  have  imbib’d. 

Has  taken  in  their  Hearts  too  deep  a  Root 
Thence  to  be  torn. 

Maxim.  The  Senate,  Sir,  is  ftill 
Obftinate  in  this  Principle,  the  People 
Inchanted  with  it  ffiun  the  Face  of  Council, 

D  And 

•  I  •  y 
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And  Cuftom  is  to  Them  inftead  of  Reafon* 

This  ancient  Error  Cinna  would  abolilh, 

Is  yet  that  lucky  Error  they  adore, 

And  the  whole  World,  fubmitting  to  its  Laws, 

An  hundred  times  hath  fecn  it  Triumph  o’er 
The  Heads  of  Kings,  and  Romts  Exchequer  fill 
With  the  rich  Pillage  of  their  Provinces  5 
What  more  can  You  the  beft  of  Princes  give, 

Each  Climate,  and  each  People  feems  to  want 
A  Government  peculiar  to  its  Narture, 

Which  none  can  change ;  but  in  that  Peoples  wrong, 
’Tis  Monarchy  the  Macedonians  covet, 

The  reft  of  Greece  love  publick  Liberty  5 
The  Rerfians  and  Tarthians  ask  a  King 
The  ConiuUhip  alone  is  good  in  Rome  : 

This  Revolution,  which  the  Gods  alone 
Seem  to  Condudt,  will  fhed  no  Blood,  nor  draw 
A  fatal  Confequence  on  any  Head. 

On,  It  is  the  Rule  of  Heav’n  ftill  to  mix 
Some  bitter,  with  the  Bleffings  it  confers ; 

The  Tarquin* s  Exile  made  Rome  flow  with  Blood. 

Max .  Did  then  your  Grandfire  Hear ’n  oppofc, 

When  for  his  Country’s  Liberty  he  fought? 

Cin.  If  Heav’n  had  been  unwilling  fliould lofe  it, 
By  Tompey's  Arms  it  would  have  been  preferv’d* 

But  Heav’n  premeditately  chofe  his  Death, 

To  be  a  Signal,  and  Eternal  Mark 

Of  this  prodigious  Change  j  and  as  an  Honour 

Due  to  the  Manes  of  fo  great  a  Man, 

Decreed  Rome*s  ’Liberty  fhould  End  with  Hinv 
This  Liberty,  long  fince,  has  only  ferv’d 
To  dazle  Rome ,  and  which,  her  own  vaft  Power 
Would  not  permit  her  to  enjoy  }  for  when 
She  knew  her  felf  the  Miftrefs  of  the  World, 

Her  Wealth  and  People  ftretching  wide  her  Bounds, 

And  that  her  Womb,  fertile  in  great  Exploits, 

Had  Citizens  produc’d,  than  Kings  more  powerful. 
Them,  her  great  Sons,  their  Greatnefs  to  fecure. 
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By  bribing  Votes,  at  a  prodigious  Cott, 

Held  pompoufly  their  Matters  in  their  Pay, 

Who  yielding  to  be  bound  with  Golden  Chains, 
Receiv’d  thole  Laws,  which  they  believ’d  they  gave, 
Invidious  of  each  other,  their  Purfuits 
By  the  dark  Pra&ice  of  Intreague  they  manag’d, 

And  which  Ambition  turn’d  to  bloody  Leagues: 

Then  Liberty  was  of  no  longer  life-. 

But  to  provoke  the  Rage  of  Civil  Wars, 

To  fave  it  felf,  ’tis  necettary  Rome , 

A  trembling  all  its  Greatnefs,  ttiould  Obey, 

Submittively,  one  great  and  worthy  Chief. 

Sylla  relinquithing  the  Sov’reign  Power, 

That  o’er  his  Country  he  fo  well  ufurp’d. 

Open’d  the  War  to  Cafar  and  to  Rompey , 

When  from  a  Pride  deftru&ive  to  the  World, 

One  could  no  Matter  brook,  and  one  no  Equal, 

Rome  had  not  groan’d  beneath  their  fatal  Difcord, 

Had  Cinna ,  to  his  Family  fecur’d 

The  State,  become  by  right  of  War  his  own. 

Let  your  AfFedlion  to  your  Native  Country - — 

Let  Pity  move  you,  Rome ,  your  own  Romey  Augujtus> 
Now,  on  her  Knees,  implores  you  in  my  Voice, 
Conlider,  Sir,  the  Price  at  which  (he  bought  you. 

Not  that  (he  thinks  her  Purchafe  is  too  dear, 

No !  you  have  overpaid  thofe  Ills  (he  fuffer’dj 
But  a  jutt  Fear  mutt  terrifie  her  Soul, 

Leaft  flie,  fo  dear,  ttiould  buy  another  Monarch, 

And  better  to  fecure  the  Common  Good, 

Appoint  a  Succettbr  that’s  worthy  Cafar . 

Max.  One  that  is  worthy  Cafar - Happy  Rome l 

If  fuch  a  one  might  be,  and  then  another, 

From  Reign  to  Keign,  and  fo  continue  down 
To  latePotterity,  another  Cafar^ 

Till  to  the  former  Chaos  all  ttiall  turn ; 

But  oh!  the  Race  of  Man!  how  frail!  how  vile! 
Search  all  the  Periods  of  Eternal  Time, 

And  Hand  aftonitti’d,  when  you  fee  how  few 
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Deferve  the  Name  of  King,  or  that  of  Man, 

To  the  few  Good*  oppole  the  countlefs  Bad, 

The  little  Intervals  of  happy  Reigns, 

To  the  long  Series  of  th^fe  diim.il  7  imes, 

The  World  has  groan’d  beneath  defertlefs  Kings. 

Cm.  Count  all  the  Mifchiefs  of  invcc’rate Factions 
The  cruel  Hate  of  Parties,  that  divides 
7  he  neared  Kindred,  and  the  deareft  Friends  ^ 

Turn  o’er  the  numerous  Annals  of  your  Country,; 
You’ll  find  Profcriprions,  and  inteftine  Broils, 

Were  but  the  dire  Efi'efts  of  private  Malice. 

The  change  of  Confuls  caus’d  a  yearly  War, 

With  great  Diftrefies  prefs’d,  by  Inftin£t,  Rome 
In  a  Dictator  plac’d  lur  chief  RefTource, 

And  when  her  Woes,  at  lad,  became  extream, 

She  fought  her  genuine  Refuge  in  a  King. 

The  Gods  on  Monarchy  firft  founded  Rome , 

Ana  fmil’d  propitious  on  her  early  Kings, 

Thofe  Gods,  provok’d,  held  long  her  State  revers’d  } 
But  Heav’n  appeas’d,  withdraws  its  wrathful  Arm, 
And  to  her  proper  Bads  Rome  returns. 

Aug.  Debate  no  more,  Compadion  here  prevails, 
To  me  Repofe  is  dear,  but  dearer  Rome  ^ 

I  figh  for  my  Tranquillity  in  vain  : 

Cinna ,  my  Empire  I  by  your  Advice 

Will  keep,  and  keep  it  but  to  fhare  it  with  you. 

I  fee  your  Hearts,  to  Me,  wear  no  Difguife, 

And  that  your  Councils  equally  regard 
My  Perfon’s  Safety,  and  the  State’s  Advantage. 

This  Combat  ofrfour  differing  Sentiments, 

But  from  a  well  meant  Zeal,  in  each  proceeds. 

And  each  fhall  now  receive  its  due  Reward  * 

You  Maximus ,  this  Moment  I  create 
Pretorof  Sicily,  that  fruitful  Hie 
From  you,  henceforward,  diall  receive  my  Laws, 
Remember,  that  for  Me  you  govern  there, 
Remember,  I  mud  anfwer  all  you  do : 

Cinna ,  on  Y ou  Emilia  I  beftow, 
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Who  holds  with  Me  my  Daughter  Julia's  Place^ 

If  our  Misfortunes  and  Neceflity 
Have  made  me  to  her  Father  too  fevere, 

My  Heart  and  Treafure,  (in  her  Favour  open,) 

I  hope  has  cur’d,  at  lead:  aflwag’d,  her  Grief. 

Go,  vifit  her  from  me,  and  try  to  gain  her$ 

Cinna  is  not  a  Man  (he  ought  to  fcorn, 

Shell  rather  be  tranfported  with  thy  Vows- - 

Farewel,  I  go  to  benr  this  News  to  Livia , 

The  tender  Partner  of  my  Grief  and  Joy 

With  Toothing  Baths,  and  the  fmooth  luppling  Oyl 

The  Body  is  refrefh’d  overcharg’d  with  Toil, 

And  from  a  Friend’s  Advice  Relief  we  find, 

From  Doubts  and  Terrors  that  torment  the  Mind. 

Max.  Cinna ,  he  fhou’d  have  faid,  the  Soul,  divided 
’Twixt  Good  and  Ill,  approves  of  that  Advice 
Which  flatters  mod  the  Bent  of  her  Defires. 

To  what  Defign  might  tend  your  fine  D  fcourfe? 

Cm.  To  the  Defign  I  have,  and  will  purfuc. 

Maxim.  The  Principal  of  a  Confpiracy 
Againft  a  Tyrant,  flatter  Tyranny. 

Cin.  I  wi(h  to  fee  Rome  free,  and  you  may  judge 
That  I  would  free  her,  and  revenge  her  too. 

Shall  Ccefar  then  have  fatiated  his  Fury, 

Our  Altars  pillag’d,  facrific’d  our  Lives, 

With  Horror  fpread  the  Fields,  heap’d  Rome  with  Dead 
And  (hall  he  now  be  quit  of  all  thefe  Crimes, 

For  an  Effeft  of  his  Remorfe,  when  Heav’n 
By  our  juft  Hands  prepares  to  puni(h  him  ? 

Shall  then  a  mean  Repentance  fave  his  Head? 

Let  us  revenge  our  Feliow-Citizens,, 

Let  Ca  far's  Punifhment  affrighten  thofe 
That  after  him  afpire  to  wear  a  Crown. 

Had  (he  but  puniih’d  Sylla^  his  Example 
Had  terrify ’d  great  Julius  from  Ambition. 

Maxim.  Willing  to  free  us,  Brutus  was  deceiv’d. 
Shall  we  onr  offer’d  Liberty  refufe, 

To  feek  it  at  the  Peril  of  our  Lives? 
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•  You’ll  have  it  bloody,  and  fo  make  it  doubtful. 

Cm.  Without  the  Tyrant’s  Death  it  will  be  fhameful. 

Maxim .  All  Means  are  great  to  Rome  that  bring  her  Freedom. 
Cm.  Rome  will  difdain  ev’n  Freedom  to  receive, 

From  one  grown  weary  of  opprefling  her; 

She  has  a  Heart  too  great  to  fee  with  Joy 
Her  felf  the  Refuge  of  a  glutted  Tyrant, 

And  all  that  are  Supporters  of  true  Glory, 

Too  much  detefl:  him,  to  receive  his  Bounty. 

Maxim .  Then  Cinna  fliou’d  detdl  the  Fair  Emilia . 

Cm.  By  Ca far's  Death  I  will  deferve  Emilia , 

And  having  Rome  reveng’d  of  all  her  Woes, 

I  will  my  bloody  Hand  with  Tranfport  joyn, 

To  hers,  and  wed  her  trampling  on  his  Allies - 

Emilia - 

Not  as  my  Emp’ror’s  gift  will  I  receive, 

But  my  Reward  for  having  kill’d  the  Tyrant. 

Maxim.  But  what  wildFancy  makesyou  hopetopleafe 
Emilias  Eyes,  all  horrid  with  the  Blood 
Ofiiirn,  (he  as  her  Father  loves,  and  Cinna 
Is  not  a  Man  to  offer  Violence. 

Cm.  Here,  Maximus ,  we  may  be  over-he&rd, 

Nor  can  we  be  too  cautious,  when  we  talk 
On  Subje&s  that  fliou’d  make  us  dread  the  Wind. 

Retire  with  Me,  Vhere  fafely  we’ll  confult 
Thegentlefl:  Means  to  compafs  our  Deflgn. 

O  !  Maximus ,  with  jarring  Paflions  rent, 

The  Heart  demands  a  Friend,  to  give  it  vent. 


The  End  of  the  Second  A3. 
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ACT  III.  SCENE  I. 


Enter  Maximus  and  Euphorbus. 

Maxim.Y’  T  E  did  to  me  confefs  their  mutual  Flame, 

\  Emilia  he  adores,  Emilia  him  5 
But  to  poflefs  her  Love  he  dares  not  hope. 

Till  on  Auguftus  he  revenge  her  Father, 

And  to  that  End  he  form’d  our  Enterprife. 

Euph.  No  wonder  then  that  with  fuch  Violence 
He  prefs’d  Augujius  to  retain  his  Pow’r, 

For  fhou’d  he  quit  the  Throne  your  League  wou’d  break,  , 
And  the  Confpirators  become  his  Friends. 

Maxim.  With  Emulation  ev’ry  Member  drives 
To  ferve  the  PaiTion  of  a  Man,  whofe  Views, 

Hid  under  the  Difguife  of  publick  Zeal, 

Regard  himfelf  alone,  while  wretched  I, 

To  ferve  my  Country,  muft  aflifl  my  Rival. 

Euph.  Your  Rival! - 

Maxim .  Yes,  Euphorbus^  yes,  my  Rival. 

Emilias  Charms  have  long  inflam’d  my  Heart, 

Which,  with  much  Care  and  Pain,  I  have  conceal’d. 
Willing,  by  this  Attempt,  to  free  my  Country, 

Her  Love  to  merit,  ere  I  offer’d  mine*. 

If  our  Attempt  fucceeds,  he  gains  Emilia \ 

If  I  accomplifh  what  1  wou’d  advance, 

I  meet  my  Death,  and  am  my  ov/n  Aflaffin. 

In  what  Extremity  has  Friendfhip  plung’d  me? 

Euph.  When  the  Relief  is  eafie,  Grief  is  light. 

Accufe  your  Rival,  and  obtain  your  Miftrefs. 

O/^r,  whofe  Life  you  fave,  will  gladly  grant 
The  fair  Emilia ,  as  your  due  Reward. 

Maxim .  Betray  my  Friend! - 

Euph.  What  does  not  Love  permit? 


idf  CinnaV  Confpiracy. 

A  finifh’d  Lover  knows  no  Friend  in  Love, 

And  you  may  juftly  facrifice  a  Traitor, 

That  fora  Miftrefs  would  betray  his  Prince; 

When  a  Defign  fo  foul  you  wou’d  prevent, 

No  Faith  fiiou’d  bind,  nor  Promife  be  perform’d. 

Is  it  a  Crime  to  punifh  Criminals? 

Maxim .  Is  that  a  Crime  whence  Rome  her  Freedom  finds 

Euph.  *Tis  not  Rome* s  Caufe  that  Cinna  has  at  Heart, 

Not  Glory  ^  but  his  Pafiion  he  purfues: 

Did  he  not  love  Emilia ,  he’d  love  Cafar. 

Think  not  vour  hold  on  Cinna  s  Heart  is  firm, 

* 

His  Love  excludes  all  other  Paflions  thence. 

At  lead  admits  ’em  $  but  to  ferve  that  Love, 

Under  the  publick  Caufe  he  hid  his  Flame, 

And,  under  that,  perhaps,  he  yet  conceals 
Some  horrid  Scheme  of  infolent  Ambition, 

And  you  ev’n  now  regards;  but  as  his  Subjefr, 

Or  on  your  Ruin  founds  his  hopes  of  Empire. 

Maxim  Accufing  him  I  mud  the  reft  accufe, 

Mu  ft  bafely  facrifice  thofe  worthy  Romans, 

Who,  for  their  Country’s  good  alone  ingag’d, 

Wou’d  fuffer  Death,  the  Rack,  and  not  confefs, 

Nor  ftart  from  their  illuftrious  Enterprife. 

Shall  Maximus !  fhall  Maximus  betray 
Such  Men !  fhall  1,  one  Criminal  to  punifh. 

Give  up  to  Tortures  all  thofe  Innocents! 

AH  againft  Him  I  dare$  but  fear  for  Them. 

Euph.  Auguftus  has  been  fatiated  with  Blood, 

And  is  of  his  own  Cruelty  grown  weary, 

He  with  reluctance  executes  the  Chiefs-, 

But  their  Accomplices  forgives  with  Scorn  $ 

If  for  your  Friends  his  fatal  Wrath  you  fear, 

Capitulate  with  Cafar  for  their  Lives. 

Alaxim.  We  talk  in  vain,  ’tis  nradnefs  to  fuppofc 
I  gain  Emilia ,  by  deftroying  Cinna 
By  Perfidy,  by  Murther  to  remove 
The  deareft  Objeft  of  her  beauteous  Eyes, 


25 


Cinna’x  Confpiracj. 

Is  not  the  way  to  make  ’em  fhine  on  Me. 

Loft  were  to  Me  the  Joy,  fhou'd  I  receive 
From  C<e far's  Hand  the  Fair  Emilia's  Perfon, 

Unlefs  her  Heart  would- ratifie  the  Gift. 

(Love  never  is  contented,  but  with  Love) 

Her  Vengeance  to  prevent,  and  Rome  betray, 

Are  thefe  the  Means  to  gain  Emilia's  Heart  > 

Euph.  What  Nature  here  refifts  effed  by  Skill, 

Impofe  upon  her  by  fome  fpecious  Turn. 

Maxim.  Cinna  appears - Til  find  you  at  my  Palace. 

Retire.  I’ll  try  to  ftrike  fome  Light  from  Him, 

That  may  dired  my  yet  unform'd  Refolve  [Ex.  Euph. 

Enter  Cinna. 

My  Friend  feems  troubled - 

Cin.  Not  without  a  Caufe. 

Maxim.  May  I  of  fuch  a  Gloom  demand  the  Caufe  ? 

Cin.  Auguftus ,  and  Emilia  both  torment  me  * 

One  feems  too  good,  the  other,  too  inhuman. 

Wan’d  C<efar  better  cou’d  imploy  his  Kindnefs, 

Wou'd  I  cou'd  love  Him  more,  or  He  me  lefs. 

Or  that  his  Goodnefs  might  but  calm  Emilia . 

A  conftant  quick  Remorfe  confounds  my  Soul* 

Ever  upbraiding  me  with  Cxfar's  Kindnefs, 

His  Kindnefs  fo  compleat,  fo  ill  return’d. 

Stabbing  Reproach,  chat  ev’ry  Moment  kills  me. 

Cafar  to  Me  inceftantly  appears, 

Intruding  his  whole  Empire  in  our  Hands, 

Attending,  and  applauding  my  Advice, 

And  with  exceftive  Tendernefs  declaring, 

My  Empire,  Cinna ,  I  by  your  Advice 
Will  keep  >  and  keep  it,  but  to  (hare  it  with  you. 

Into  his  Bofom  can  I  force  my  Poniard  l 
Rather— —but  O,  I  Idolize  Emilia! 

And  by  an  execrable  Vow  am  bound 
To  Her  Revenge,  to  Her  Revenge,  and  Hate. 

E  The 
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The  Horror  that  for  Cafar  She  conceiv’d. 

Made  him  at  length  dereftable  to  Cinna. 

Whether  I  ferve,  or  difobey  Emilia , 

I  a£t  againd  my  Glory,  and  the  Gods,  * 

Am  either  perjur’d  or  a  Paricide. 

Maxim .  Thefe  Doubts  perplex’d  you  not  when  lad  we  parted, 
You  then  fhew’d  no  Reludtance,  nor  Remorfe} 

But  in  your  great  Defign  appear’d  confirm’d. 

Cm.  In  fuch  an  Adtion,  when  we  firft  engage, 

Our  Paflions  are  a  Party  with  the  Crime, 

And  then  ufurp  too  much  the  Seat  of  Reafon  $ 

But  if  the  Deed  allows  us  Time  to  cool, 

Soon  as  the  prefling  Hour  demands  the  Fadf,  ! 

The  anxious  Heart,  the  Seat  of  Paflion,  darts, 

And  Reafon  uncontroul’d  remounts  her  Throne, 

Whence  (he  the  Precipice  with  Horror  views. 

Swch  fell  Attempts  ask  fudden  Execution. 

Brutus ,  each  Hour  of  the  depending  While, 

No  doubt,  refolv’d  his  Enterprize  to  break, 

A  thoufand  times  Repentance,  and  Remorfe' 

Alarm’d  his  Soul,  ere  yet  he  plung'd  his  Dagger 
Into  the  Bowels  of  his  Benefadtor. 

Maxim .  The  Soul  of  Brutus  was  too  drong  in  Virtue, 

T6  feel  from  that  R<  fledtion  fuch  difquiet, 

Nor  did  conceive  that  Adtion  was  ungrateful* 

But  againd  Julius  was  the  more  provok’d. 

As  his  Affedbion  pour’d  new  Bounties  on  him. 

Let  your  Remorfe  be  from  a  juder  Caufe. 

This  Day,  to  you  alone  Rome  owes  her  Chains. 

Had  the  great  Julius  offer’d  Liberty, 

That  blefling  Brutus  had  not  left  in  Doubt, 

From  private  Views  of  Vengeance,  or  of  Love. 

Let  not  th’  Affedbion  which  Auguftus  {hews  you, 

That  makes  him  keep  his  Pow’r,  to  fhare  it  with  you, 

Bribe  you  to  fpare  Rome's  cruel  Tyrant’s  Life. 

No - liden  to  your  Country’s  Cries,  her  Groans- — 

Give  me  my  Liberty,  redore  my  Right, 
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Of  which  thou  haft  depriv'd  me*  if,  to  Rome, 

Emilia  you  prefer’d,  to  Rome  prefer  not 
Ottavius,  that  opprefles,  that  inflaves  her. 

Cin .  Forbear,  alas!  my  Friend,  forbear  to  heap, 

Upon  a  troubled  Spirit,  weight,  on  weight. 

2  have  the  Liberty  of  Rome  defer’d  5 
But  foon  will  recompence  the  ftiort  Delay. 

Pardon  the  Struggles  of  a  grateful  Friendihip, 

Which,  well  you  know,  1  ought  to  bear  for  Cafar, 

And  with  Relu&ance,  I  perceive,  expire. 

You  know  that  1  expert  Emilia  here. 

Maxim.  Yes,  to  the  beauteous  Objeft  of  thy  Love, 

Thou,  Cinna ,  Cafar* s  Virtues  wou’dft  advance. 

To  palliate  thy  own  Weaknefs;  well  1  know 
The  Talk  of  Lovers  Privacy  requires. 

And  I  wou’d  be  alone  (AfideC) - farewel.  \Exit . 

Cin.  Farewel. - 

O !  Heav’n  I  is  then  the  glorious  Influence 
Of  this  great  Sentiment,  with  which  alone 
My  Virtue  has  infpir’d  me,  thought  a  Weaknefs}— 

If  its  Effect  you  view,  when  thofe  bright  Eyes, 

That  rule  my  Soul,  are  prefent,  then  ’tis  weak, - - 

The  Sweets  of  Vengeance,  and  the  Joys  of  Love, 

The  Glory  to  fet  free  my  native  Country, 

Are  Charms  too  feeble  to  feduce  my  Reafon. 

Shall  I  get  Fame  by  murthcring  a  Prince? 

So  truly  Great,  fo  greatly  Good  to  Me. 

All  I  defire,  from  Cafar  I  receive. 

The  Bleflings  to  enjoy  which  He  beftows, 

MuftJ  the  Benefa£tor  bafely  kill? 

For  ever  rather  let  Rome* s  Chains  endui*e, 

Perifh  my  Love,  and  perifli  all  my  Hopes - 

O !  obftinate  Revenge  of  bright  Emilia  ! 

She,  in  my  Hand,  holds  Cafar’s  Life,  and  Death.’ 

Since  you  have  made  her,  Gods!  to  be  ador’d, 

O  make  her  exorable  to  my  Pray’rs, 

Since,  by  my  Vow,  ihe’s  abfolute  o’er  Me, 
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Make  Her  Refentment  yield  to  My  Remorfe* 
But  the  relentlefs  Beauty  now  appears. 


Enter  Emilia. 


Emil.  Cinna,  I  blefs  the  Gods,  my  Fears  are  vain, 

None  of  thy  Friends  have  forfeited  their  Faith  5 
C<efar  reliev’d  thofe  Fears,  when  he  to  Liviay 
While  I  was  prefent,  did  with  Joy  impart. 

That  eafe  of  Soul  your  glorious  Council  gave  him,. 

And  that  his  julh  Affedion  to  us  both, 

Had  You  beftow'd  on  Me,  and  Me  on  You. 

Cin.  Will  you  refufe  to  ratifie  the  Gift? 

Emil.  Emilia ,  and  her  Heart,  are  Rill  the  fame* 

In  giving  Me  to  You  he  gave  You  nothing, 

The  Prefent,  he  pretended  to  confer, 

Was  by  a  better  Title  yours  before. 

Cin.  And  yet  you  might — O!  Heav’n — I  dare  not  fpeak 

Emil.  What  can  I  do?  and  what  can  Cinna  fear? 

Cin.  I  tremble,  and  I  figh,  when  I  perceive 

Our  Hearts  are  not  poflefs’d  with  like  Defires - 

I  dare  not  fpeak. 

Emil.  Speak,  fpeak,  and  eafe  my  Soul. 

Cin.  Yes,  yes,  Emilia ,  I  muff  make  you  hate  me. 

May  I  not  dare  to  fet  my  Country  free, 

Revenge  our  Parents,  and  deferve  thy  Heart  3 
If  thou,  Emilia\  art  not  all  to  Me, 

Or  if  my  Soul  be  void  of  that  Efteeni, 

A  gen  rous  Mind  muft  fed  for  thy  high  Merit. 

Can  I  by  Infamy  deferve,  obtain, 

The  Joy,  the  Glory  of  pollefiing  Thee? 

The  bounteous  Ctefar- - 

Emil.  Hold,  I  fee  too  plain 
Your  wav  ring  Spirit,  and  your  mean  Remorfes 
The  Tyrant’s  Favours  foften  you  from  Glory, 

Your  Love,  your  Oaths,  give  way  to  his  Careilcs, 

And  Cmna  s  ealie  Nature  can  fuppofe, 
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That  Cafar's  Power  extends  to  give  him  Me. 

Yes,  from  his  Hand,  you  rather  than  from  mine 
Would  Me  receive^  hut  humble  Courtier  know, 

That  on  thofe  Terms  I  never  will  be  thine.  £ 

At  G t far's  Frowns  the  Univerfe  may  tremble, 

Her  Kings  he  may  dethrone,  and  give  their  States, 
With  his  Profcriptions  redden  Earth  and  Sea* 

But  of  my  felf - J,  only,  can  difpofe. 

Cin.  And  you,  from  you  alone,  I  would  receive, 

I  ftill  am  Cinnay  ftill  my  Flame  is  pure* 

Nor  does  my  Pity  render  me  forfworn. 

Without  referve  your  Sentiments  I  follow. 

And  pufh  your  Vengeance  even  beyond  my  Vow. 
Without  a  Crime,  or  Perjury,  you  know, 

I  could  have  let  your  glorious  Vidtim  fcape  j  J 

Cafary  by  abdicating  Sovereign  Power, 

Had  taken  from  us  the  Pretence  to  kill  him, 

When  1  alone  confirm’d  his  ftiaken  Soul, 

And  crown’d  the  Tyrant  to  fecure  your  Vidlim. 

Emil.  My  Vidtim,  Tray  tor!  do’ft  thou  not  defire 
That  he  (hould  live,  that  I  ftiould  hold  thy  Hand, 

And  fpare  the  Man  that  fhed  my  Father’s  Blood, 

Bear  to  become  the  vile  Reward  of  Thee, 

Whofe  abjedt  Soul  defrauds  my  pious  Rage, 

Whofe  fawning  Council  has  confirm’d  the  Man, 

My  Soul  abhors,  a  Tyrant  over  Rome > 

Cin.  From  Me  alone  you  Hill  retain  a  Power 
O’er  Cafars  Life,  while  all  thefe  Benefits, 

And  all  thefe  Honours,  his  Paternal  Kindnefs 
Confers  on  Me,  1  Sacrifice  to  Love: 

Since  to  your  Will  Obedience  ftill  I  fwear* 

Forgive  my  grateful  Temper  this  Effort, 

O  pardon !  that  I  ftrivc  to  calm  your  Plate, 

Which  from  your  Grief,  too  much  indulg’d,  proceeds* 
And  in  its  place,  I  wifh  you  could  receive 
That  Love  for  Cafary  Cafar  bears  for  you, 

Exalted  Minds,  that  Virtue  only  guides, 
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Treachery,  and  Ingratitude  deteft, 

Nor  fade  a  Joy  accompany’d  with  Shame. 

Emil.  Yet  in  fuch  Infamy  Emilia  glories, 

For  Treachery  jgainft  Tyranny  is  great, 

And  when  Ingratitude  will  break  our  Chains, 

The  Heart  that’s  moft  ungrateful  is  mod  glorious. 

Cin.  Whatever  Tooths  your  Hate,  you  think  a  Virtue. 

Emil.  Cinna ,  thofe  Virtues  I  approve,  are  fuch, 

As  from  an  abjeft  and  obfequioas  Wrerch, 

Diftinguifh  well  a  Roman  Citizen. 

Cin .  Souls  truly  Roman - 

Emil.  Any  thing  will  dare. 

To  take  the  hated  Life  that  makes  ’em  Slaves : 

To  Roman  Souls,  the  lofs  of  Liberty, 

Of  all  Indignities,  is  deem’d  the  bafeft. 

Cin.  The  highed  Honour,  and  the  greateft  Power, 
Next  that  which  Cafar  has  To  greatly  won, 

Thofe  whom  you  term  his  Slaves,  alone  poflefs  ; 

Since  bowing  to  their  Feet  his  Slaves  behold, 

Even  mighty  Sovereigns  fupplicate  their  Favour, 

And  with  the  Tribute  He  exacts  from  Kings, 

He  makes  our  Wealth  and  Pomp  their  TecretEnvy. 
Thus,  while  the  World,  beiide  his  Yoke,  confefs 
Mis  Love  to  Rome ,  has  left  the  Romans  free. 

Emil.  This  low  Ambition  of  commanding  Kings, 
Which  Ter  vilely  you  hold  from  C a far’s  Will, 

Romes  Citizens  poflefs’d  from  Ca far's  Mafters - 

The  Senate,  whom  we  ought  to  Re-eftablifti. 

Mark  Antony  incurr’d  our  juft  Contempt, 

When  he  to  pleafe  a  Woman  wore  a  Crown, 

And  the  great  Attains ,  grown  white  in  Purple, 

Did  boaft  he  was  the  Freedman  of  Rome's  People. 
Remember,  thou  art  Born  Rome's  Citizen, 

Suftain  its  Grandeur  with  a  Roman  Spirit. 

Kbow,  that  among  her  Sons,  there  is  not  one, 

Who  was  not  Born  to  triumph  over  Kings, 

And  think  a  Mafter  infuppartable. 
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Cin.  The  Gods  who  raife  up  Kings,  revenge  their  Fall 
With  their  own  Images  become  a  Party, 

Nor  are  we  fure  to  fhed  his  Blood  alone: 

When  we  to  Sov’reigns  give  a  mortal  Wound, 

We  know  not  what  a  Deluge  thence  may  flow, 

Since  Heav’n  has  plac’d  Auguflus  on  a  Throne 5 
If  he  offend  againft  the  Laws  of  Heav’n, 

We  fhould  from  thence  attend  his  Punifliment. 

Emil .  When  to  the  Gods  you  leave  a  Tyrant’s  Death, 
You  (hew  you  are  your  felf  theTyrant’s  Friend  * 

But  I  have  done,  go - flatter  Tyranny, 

Thy  Soul  abandon  to  thy  flavifh  Genius, 

And  that  thy  wav’ring  Mind  may  be  at  Eafe, 

Forget  thy  Birth,  thy  Glory,  and  Emilia , 

Without  thy  Arm*  to  Aid  my  virtuous  Rage, 

I  can  revenge  my  Country  and  my  Father. 

The  Glory  of  this  famous  Death  ere  now 
I  had  acquir’d,  had  Love  not  held  my  Hand, 

I  in  thy  Favour  have  preferv’d  my  Life, 

Had  I  alone  the  Tyrant  facrific’d, 

I  by  his  Guards  had  perifh’d  in  the  Fa£t: 

Since  Love  for  Thee  alone  has  made  me  liye^ 

I  have  endeavour’d,  Cinna ;  but  in  vain. 

To  m  ke  thee  worthy  of  Emilias  Heart. 

Forgive  me  Gods,  if  I  have  been  deceiv’d} 

If  I  believ’d  I  favour’d  cPowpey* s  Kinfman  * 

If,  by  a  feign’d  Refemblance  I’m  betray’d. 

To  love  a  changeling  Slave,  inftead  of  Cinna • 

And  yet  I  love  thee,  whatfoe’er  thou  art— 

Which  of  the  glorious  Heroes  Rome  contains. 

Would  not  perform  what  Cinna  has  refus’d. 

To  make  my  Heart  and  Perfon  his  Reward? 

But  fear  not,  I  (hould  deign  to  let  another, 

Even  by  that  Deed,  obtain  my  Heart  or  Perfon. 

To  lerve  thy  Tyrant  go- - furvive  Emilia , 

While  killing  him  I  die,  my  Heart  ftill  yours. 

Now  in  his  Blood  and  mine  behold  me  bath’d. 
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I’ll  die,  attended  only  by  my  Virtue; 

I  go  where  Cinna1 s  Bafcnefs  has  condemn'd  me* 

My  Father’s  Murthcr  I  revenging  fall, 

I  fall  revenging  fuff  ring,  groaning  Rome 5 

But  might  have  liv’d,  had  Cinna  not  been'  faithlefs, 

Bad  he  defir'd  to  fet  his  Country  free, 

Had  Cinna  dar’d  revenge  our  Parents  Murther — 

And  had  he  lov’d - he  would  have  dar'd  to  fave  me. 

[Emilia  offers  to  go. 

Cin.  O  flay!  fince  ’cis  your  Will,  I  mult  obey  it. 

[Emilia  returns . 

Rome  fhall  be  freed,  your  Father  be  reveng'd, 

The  Tyrant  fhall  receive  his  fatal  Due* 

But  know  he's  lefs  a  Tyrant  than  Emilia , 

Tho'  of  our  Lives  and  Fortunes  he  difpofe, 

As  yet,  he  has  not  Tyranniz’d  o  er  Souls; 

But  this  inhuman  Empire  of  your  Eyes 
Inflaves  the  Spirit,  and  compels  the  Will, 

You  make  me  fhed  the  Blood,  which  to  preferve, 

A  thoufand  times  I  fhould  expofe  my  own, 

So  you  command,  I  yield,  my  Faith's  engag'd  5 
But  when  this  Hand  my  Promife  has  perform'd. 

Obedient  to  your  Arbitrary  Will, 

Then,  then  my  Steel,  yet  warm  from  Cafar's  Heart, 

Turn’d  on  the  Bofom  of  his  vile  Aftafiin, 

Shall  to  his  Manes  Sacrifice  your  Lover, 

And  greatly  blending  with  his  Blood,  my  own, 

Retrieve  my  Honour,  ere  it  fcarce  is  loft - 

Farewell.  [Exit. 

Fulv.  You  to  Defpair  have  driven  his  Soul. 

Emil.  Let  him  not  Love  me,  or  perform  his  Duty. 

Fulv.  To  execute  your  Will  he  feeks  the  Death/ 

Which  you  will  mourn- - 

Emil .  Hafte  Fulviat  overtake  him, 

And,  if  thy  Friendfhip  deigns  to  help  Emilia , 

Tear  from  his  Heart  this  Purpofe  on  himfelf - 

Tell  him - 
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Fiilv .  What  muft  I  tell  him  ? - fpeak*— 

That  for  his  fake  you  1  ztAuguflus  live? 

Emil.  That  too  unjuftly  would  reftrain  my  Vengeance, 

Make  me  unworthy  of  my  Cinnas  Heart. 

Fulv.  What  muft  I  fay  ? 

Emil .  That  he  perform  his  Vow, 

Then  let  him  take  his  Choice,  of  Death,  or  Me. 

While  Love  for  Cmna>  and  my  Hate  to  C<efar% 

Tear  my  divided  Heart  with  fierce  Debate, 

The  Grandeur  of  my  Soul  fupports  my  Hate. 


The  End  of  the  Third  A5i. 
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ACT  IV.  SCENE  I. 


Enter  Auguftus,  Euphorbus,  and  Polycletus* 

Aug.  "It  AT  Aximus!  —  Cinna! —  ’tis  impoftible. 

1V1  Euph.  I  fcarce  believe  it,  tho’  I  know  it  true, 
So  Orange  a  Fury  I  with  Pain  conceive, 

And,  but  to  think  if,  makes  me  {hake  with  Horror. 

Aug.  VV hat, China ?  Maximus?  my  Bofom  Friends? 

Whom  my  Efteem  and  Love  made  all  Mens  Envy, 

To  whom  my  Heart  I  open’d,  and  to  whom 
It  was  my  Joy  to  give,  and  to  confide, 

The  beft  Employments,  and  the  greateft  Truft, 

And  in  their  Hands  my  Empire  to  depofite, 

What  thefe?  thefe  two  conlpire  againft  my  Life? 

The  horror  of  the  Guilt  has  Maximus 
-  Alarm’d,  and,  with  a  juft  Repentance  touch’d. 

He  gives  me  this  Advice;  but  Cinna  ftill - . 

Euph .  Cinna  in  his  Infernal  Rage  perfifts. 

Forgetful  of  your  Goodnefs,  is  invet’rate; 

The  faint  Efforts  of  Virtue  and  Remorfe, 

Yet  ftruggling  in  the  Minds  of  his  AfTociates, 

Cinna  oppofes,  Obftinate  to  kill  you, 

And  labours  to  confirm  their  wav’ring  Souls. 

Aug.  Cinna !  —  O  Heav’n !  —  he !  — he  alone  feduce ! 

He  animate !  he  urge  my  Murtherers  l 
O  foul  unparallel’d  Ingratitude ! 

©  Perfidy !  O  Treafon  forg’d  in  Hell ! 

O  fenfible  Refentment  of  a  Stroke  ! 

So  barbaroufly  meant,  from  one  fo  cherifh’d I 
Cinna  Betray  me!  Cinna  Chief  againft  me! 

Cinna  alone  thus  Obftinate. to  kill  me! 

But,  Tolycletus—  \}Vhifpers  to  Polycletus. 
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Toly.  Sir,  it  (hall  be  done.  [Exit  Polycletus. 

Aug.  And  let  Eraftus  Maximus  inform, 

’Tis  my  Defire  he  (hould  return  to  Court, 

Receive  his  Pardon,  and  forget  his  Crime. 

Euph.  He,  he  alas!  too  fenfibly  was  touch’d. 

Conceiv’d  his  Fault  too  great  to  let  him  live. 

Back  to  his  Palace  fcarce  was  he  return’d. 

When,  Sir,  his  Cheek  turn’d  pale,  his  Eyes  ftar’d  wild, 

The  Treafon  he  abhor'd,  and  Life  renounc’d, 

To  me  each  Circumftance  with  Care  recounted, 

In  the  kfame  Order  I  have  told  it  You. 

Re-enter  Polycletus. 

Of  this,  faid  He,  give  Cafar  timely  Notice, 

Tell  him,  that  confcious  what  his  Crime  deferv’d, 

Falfe  Maximus  did  Juftice  on  himfelf - 

Then  in  the  Tyber  luddenly  he  plung’d  5 
But  from  my  View,  the  darknefs  of  the  Night, 

And  Billows  of  the  rapid  Current,  hid 
The  Tragick  End  of  his  Defpair,  and  Guilt. 

Aug.  All  Crimes  againft  my  felf  find  eafie  Grace, 

When  by  a  true  Repentance  ’tis  implor’d  j 
But  fince  my  Pardon  Maximus  renounc’d, 

Hafte  and  fecure  the  reft  *,  but  firft  difpofe 
This  faithful  Witnefs  in  fome  proper  Hands. 

[  Toints  to  Euphorbus. 

Auguftus  Solus. 

Aug .  Where  now,  ye  Gods,  mu  ft  Cafar  feek  for  Quiet^ 

To  whom  the  Secrets  of  his  Soul  confide, 

In  whom  the  Safety  of  his  Life  repofe  ?- —  ■ 

Retake  the  Power  that  makes  me  Jove  on  Earth} 

If  making  Subje&s,  I  muft  lofe  my  Friends* 

If  from  the  mighty  Benefits  I  grant, 

I  but  acquire  the  moft  Obdurate  Hate, 
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How  is  a  Monarch  fafe?  if  he  whofe  Hand 
Holds  abfolute  Command  o’er  every  Life, 

In  fear  of  his,  muft  ftart  at  every  Hand  ; 

But  O !  return  Oftavivs  to  thy  l'elf ! 

Ceafe  to  bemoan  whom  thou  (houldft  fir  ft  condemn : 
Thou  that  haft  fpar’d  fo  few,  wouldft  thou  be  fpar’d? 
Canft  thou  remember  all  thofe  Fields  of  Blood, 

Which  thy  Profcriptions,  thy  Ambition  fhed, 

That  chou  haft  been  the  Executioner 
Of  thy  own  People,  and  thy  faithful  Tutor? 

And  dar’ft  thou  of  Injuftice  now  accufe 
The  Powers  Divine,  when  for  thy  Punifhment, 

Thy  Subje£ts,  Tyranniz’d,  contrive  thy  Death, 

And  violate  thofe  Laws  thou  wouldft  not  keep? 

Quit,  quit  thy  Purple,  as  thou  didft  acquire  it; 

Give  up  to  Perfidy  a  Life  perfidious, 

Since  thou,  ungratefully,  haft  facrific’d 
Thofe  whom  thou  fhouldft  have  cherifhM,  now  fubmit 
To  perifh,  even  by  thofe  whom  Thou  haft  cherifh’d  — 
In  this  diftrefs  of  Mind  my  Judgment  fails. 

Can  Rage,  can  Malice,  by  accufing  me 
Qinna  acquit?  who  made  me  hold  my  Power, 

And  trait’roufly  oppos’d  his  Country’s  Good, 

For  a  Pretence  to  kill  his  Prince,  and  Friend. 

Juft  Gods,  fiiould  I  reftrain  my  Vengeance  now? 
Punilh,  Auguflusy  punilh  this  Aftaflin, 

And  let  Profcriptions  reach  his  fell  Aflbciates - - 

O  Heav’n!  what,  ever,  ever  fhedding  Blood  ! 

More  Executions  ftill,  and  more  Proieriptions ! 

I’m  tir’d  with  Cruelty  5  yet  muft  be  cruel. 

I  would  be  fear’d;  but  only  can  provoke. 

The  Death  of  numberlefs  Confpirators, 

Renders  my  Days  more  hateful,  not  more  fafe  3 
Cafar,  no  more  defend  thee  from  the  Spirit 
Of  a  new  Brutus ;  die,  let  thy  own  Hand 
Deprive  him  of  the  Glory  of  thy  Fall  3 
In  vain  thou  bafely  wouldft  attempt  to  live* 
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Since  yet  fo  many  Hearts  implacable 
Refolve  thy  Death,  fince  all  the  noble  Youth 
Of  Rome ,  by  turns,  combine  for  thy  Deftru&ion, 

Die,  fince  thou  mud,  or  half  difpeople  Rome . 

Life  is  a  Trifle,  and  thy  fmall  Remain 
Deferves  not  to  be  held  at  fuch  a  Price. 

Yield  up  thy  Life$  buc  yield  it  up  with  Glory, 
Extinguifli’d  in  the  Traitor  Cinna s  Blood. 

And  fince  Rome  hates  thee,  Triumph  o’er  Rome's  Hate, 
O  Romans !  O  Revenge  *  O  Pow’r  fupreme! 

O  Doubt !  how  infupportable  thy  Pain ! 

Juft  Gods,  let  C<efar  fall,  or  let  him  Reign — 

Enter  Livia. 

O  Livia,  ftill,  they  ftill  confpire  againft  me j 
When  I  reflett  by  whom  I  was  to  fall, 

My  Firmnefs  finks  beneath  my  keen  Refentment. 

Oh  Cinna  l  treacherous,  ungrateful  Cinna. 

Liv .  Euphorbus  has  the  whole  reveal’d  to  Me, 

My  Heart  cou’d  fcarce  fuftain  the  bare  Report: 

Will  Cafar  hearken  to  a  Woman’s  Council  ? 

Aug.  Alas !  what  Council  can  my  Soul  partake  ? 

Liv.  Severity  has  made  a  dreadful  Noifej 
But  has  produc’d  as  yet  no  good  Effed. 

Salvedtenus  fcarcely  was  fupprefs’d. 

When  Lepidus  appear’d  in  Arms  againft  you  5 
Next  him  Murenus ,  Cepio  after  him, 

Thefe  two  by  cruel  Torments  fuffer’d  Death  3 
Nor  was  the  Fury  of  Ignatius  check’d,  - 
Whofe  horrid  Treafon  Cinna  imitates. 

And  from  this  high  Attempt,  the  Lees  of  Rome, 

Have  pufh’d  to  rank  their  Names  among  the  Nobles. 
You  have,  in  vain,  their  Infolence  chaftis’d. 

Make  an  Eflay  of  Clemency  on  Cinna , 

His  Execution  wou’d  exafperate 
A  People,  that  already  is  inrag’d  3 
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But  by  his  Pardon  you’ll  advance  your  Fame : 

Thofe  Hearts,  your  Rigour  cou’d  not  terrifie, 

Such  Godlike  Lenity  may  touch  with  Love. 

Aug.  This  Empire  let  me  quit,  and  throughly  gain  ’e 
This  Empire  that  alone  has  made  me  odious, 

This  Empire,  that  alone  makes  Rome  confpire— — 
Madam,  too  much  I  have,  by  your  Advice, 

Confulted  on  this  Point,  and  which,  henceforth, 
Forbear  to  mention,  I  confult  no  more. 

Ceafe  for  thy  Liberty  to  figh,  O  Rome  ! 

The  Hand  that  has  impos’d  thy  Chains,  (hall  break  ’em, 
And  give  thee  back  thy  State,  which  I  have  conquer’d, 
Greater,  and  more  at  Peace,  than  when  I  feiz’d  it  3 
If  thou  wilt  hate  me,  hate  without  Pretext, 

If  thou  wilt  love  me,  love  me  without  Fear. 

Matter  of  all  the  Dignities,  and  Pow’r 
Sylla  pottcfs’d,  like  him  grown  weary  of  ’em. 

My  foie  Ambition  is  to  lay  ’em  down. 

Liv.  You  footh  your  felf  too  much  with  his  Example, 
Beware  a  different  EfFedt  on  you. 

Aug ,  After  a  Storm  the  Bark  requires  a  Port, 

For  me  there  are  but  two,  Repofe,  or  Death. 

Liv.  Your  Paflion  drives  you,  Sir,  to  this  Extreme, 
Which  is  not  generous,  but  defperate. 

Aug.  To  reign,  and  to  carefs  a  Traitor,  (hews 

My  Weaknefs,  not  my  Virtue - 

Liv .  Sir,  it  (hews 

You  rule  your  felf,  and  by  a  noble  Choice, 

Pradtife  a  Virtue  worthy  of  a  Monarch. 

Aug.  You  promis’d  me  the  Council  of  a  Woman, 

And  you  have  kept  your  Word  in  this  Advice. 

Tho’  Crowds  of  Enemies  have  felt  my  Juttice, 

I  twenty  Years  have  govern’d  ftubborn  Rome ,  * 

And  well  I  am  acquainted  with  thofe  Virtues, 

Are  proper  to  maintain  a  Monarch’s  Pow’r. 

By  fuch  Attempts  my  People  are  aflail’d, 
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Crimes  againft  Me  are  Crimes  againft  the  State, 

And  if  to  punifti  Treafon  I  refufe, 

1  forfeit  then  the  Property  of  Prince. 

Liv.  Ctffar,  be  lefs  perfwaded  by  your  Paflion. 

Aug.  Livia ,  be  You  more  wife,  or  lefs  ambitious. 

Liv.  Treat  not  with  fuch  Contempt  my  wholfome  Council. 
Aug.  The  Gods  will  here  inftrudt  me  what  to  do$ 

Farewel,  we  lofe  but  Time - 

Liv .  I  mu  ft  not  leave  youi 
Till  my  Affe&ion,  in  this  Point,  prevail. 

Aug.  You  importune  me  from  the  love  of  Pow’r. 

Liv.  I  love  your  Perfon,  Cafar>  not  your  Fortune.  [Ex.  C«f. 
PH  ftrive  to  calm  the  Rage  that  reads  his  Soul, 

And  when  his  baniflfd  Reafon  is  return’d, 

Make  him  aftonifh’d  he  fo  late  fliou’d  fee, 

That  Mercy  beft  confirms  a  Throne,  by  Mercy, 

Which  worthy  Princes  to  their  People  (how. 

We  Jove  s  Vicegerent  from  a  Tyrant  know.  [Exit  '. 

Enter  Emilia  andEuWi* 

Emil.  Whence  is  this  Calm,  and  whence  thus  out  of  Seafon, 
Do  I  enjoy  this  perfedb  Eafe  of  Soul? 

Cafar  commands  that  Cinna  fhou’d  attend. 

And  yet  Emilias  Heart  is  not  alarm’d, 

Not  fwell’d  with  Sighs,  nor  are  her  Eyes  in  Tears, 

As  if  a  fecret  Impulfe  now  inform’d  me, 

That  all  Things  wou’d  fucceed  to  my  Defire. 

O  Fulvia !  have  l  rightly  underftood  thee  ? 

Fulv.  I  faid,  that  I  on  Cinna  had  prevail’d. 

To  love  his  Life  5  and  that,  his  rufled  Soul 
Become  more  calm,  he  was  with  me  returning, 

To  make  a  frefti  Attempt  upon  your  Hates 
But  while  I  pleas’d  my  felf  with  my  Succefs, 

Juft  in  that  very  Inftant  Toly  cleans ; 

Theharfh  Expofiror  of  Cafar’s  Will, 

Approach’d  your  Lover,  and  without  a  Guard, 
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By  his  Command  conduced  him  to  Court. 

Crffar  is  troubled  *  but  the  Caufe  is  private: 

Each  Perfon  makes  his  different  Surmife, 

And  all  prchime  the  Confequence  is  great. 

And  that  he  fends  for  C'tnna  to  confult  him  ; 

But,  Madam,  what  1  find  perplex  my  Thoughts, 

Is  that  two  Men,  unknown,  have  feis’d  Evandety 
And  that  Euphorbus  ftri&ly  is  Confin’d  *, 

Nor  can  we  learn,  as  yet,  on  what  Occafion. 

They  talk  confus’dly  too  of  Maximusy 
Of  Night,  of  7 ‘ybery  and  obfcure  the  reft. 

Emu.  What  Subjed  of  Affright!  and  of  Defpair! 
And  yet  my  heavy  Heart  difdains  to  murmur, 

There  Heav’n  a  different  Imprefiion  makes 
On  every  turn,  from  what  it  fhould  receive. 
Evander  with  an  idle  Fear,  could  make  me  tremble, 
And  now,  that  I  fhould  tremble,  I*m  intrepid. 

Your  Goodnefs,  gracious  Gods !  I  comprehend. 
And  I  adore,  that  will  not  let  Emilia 
Receive  Difhonour  from  her  Sex’s  weaknefs. 

That  not  permitting  her  to  figh,  nor  weep, 

Suftains  her  Fame,  againft  her  great  Misfortunes. 

It  is  your  Will  I  perilh  with  that  Courage, 

Which  makes  me  undertake  this  famous  Blow ; 

And  I  defire  to  die  as  You  ordain, 

In  the  fame  State  of  Soul,  where  you  retain  me. 

O  Rome  l  O  Manes  of  a  murther’d  Father! 

In  what  I  could  my  Part  I  have  perform’d, 

Againft  the  Tyrant  leagu’d  his  neareft  Friends; 

If  my  Attempt  have  fail’d  of  that  Effed, 

For  which  my  anxious  Soul  fo  long  has  rag’d, 

For  which  I  could  have  dy’d,  been  torn  on  Racks, 
My  Merit,  nor  my  Glory  is  not  lefs  ; 

And,  if  I  can’t  Revenge  you,  yet  my  Death 
Shall  manifeft  to  Rome  Emilia's  Virtue. 

My  Ghoft,  ftill  furious  with  its  noble  Rage, 

At  the  firft  view,  will  make  my  Father  fee, 
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It  is  the  Spirit  he  to  me  tranfmitted, 

From  the  great  Race  whence  He  deriv’d  his  Birth. 

’Tis  Maximus  !  and  they  Report  him  dead. 

Enter  Maximus. 

Maxim.  Madam,  fupprefs  your  Wonder  that  I  live > 
Euphorbus  on  Augujlus  has  impos’d. 

Finding  himfelf  fecur’d,  and  the  Defign 
Reveal’d,  to  fave  my  Life,  he  feign’d  the  Story 
Of  my  Defpair. 

Emil .  Is  Cinna  too  in  Hold  ? 

Maxim .  He  is. 

Emil.  ( A(ide .)  O  Heav’n! - W  hat  fays  Report  of  Cinna? 

Maxim .  They  fay,  his  greateft  Grief  is,  that  he  finds 
Auguftus  knows  the  Secret  of  your  Love. 

Emil.O  Cinna !  faithful,  tender,  brave,  and  glorious.  [Weeps „ 
Maxim .  (  /Ifide.')  Thoughtlefs,  infatuated  Maximus ! 

The  Means  I  us’d  to  find  if  Love,  or  Vengeance, 

To  Cinna  had  engag 'd  Emilia's  Faith, 

Has  but  encreas’d  her  Flame,  too  great  before. 

Emil.  Evander  has  (for  Fulvia  was  born  free  ) 

Difclos’d  my  Hate,  in  hopes  to  fave  his  Life. - - 

This  Woman’s  Arm,  refiftlefs  by  that  Hate, 

If  it  were  ftill  conceal’d,  in  Cte Jar’s  Heart 
Should  fix  a  mortal  Steel,  to  fave  my  Cinna, 

Revenge  a  Father’s  Blood,  and  fet  Rome  free. 

Maxim .  ( AJide .)  Nor  will  the  fear  of  Death  urge  Her  to  fly. 
Already  has  Auguftus  given  Command,  [To  Emilia* 

That  You  forthwith  fhould  ftri&ly  be  Confin’d. 

Emil .  His  Officer  is  tardy  in  his  Duty, 

I  grow  impatient  to  receive  his  Orders. 

Why  this  Delay? 

Maxim.  He  waits  you  at  My  Palace. 

Emil.  Your  Palace!  Yours! 

Maxim.  I  know  you’ll  be  furpriz’di 
Yet  learn  the  tender  Care  of  Heav’n  for  you. 

The  Officer  appointed  to  confine  You, 

Is  one  of  the  Confpirators }  but  He 
Refolves,  with  Us,  to  make  a  fpeedy  Flight. 
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A  Veffel  at  the  River’s  Bank  attends, 

Prepar’d  to  fpread  her  Sails  when  You  Embark. 

Emil.  Sure  Maximus  thou  know’d  not  who  I  am. 

Maxim.  All  that  I  can,  I  do  for  him  I  love, 

Striving  to  fave  from  this  extream  Misfortune, 

'  The  beauteous  half  of  Cinna  that  remains  5 
Let  us  by  fudden  Flight  fecure  our  Lives. 

In  hopes  we  may  return,  and  then  revenge 

The  Woes  of  Rome ,  your  Father,  and  your  Lover. 

Emil.  In  this  didrefs,  know  Civna's  not  a  Man 
We  fliould  defertj  but  one  we  ought  to  follow, 

One  we  fliould  not  revenge,  lead  that  Attempt 
Require  we  fliould  furvivehim- — ■ Maximus , 

After  his  Lofs,  they  who  would  fave  their  Lives, 

Merit  the  Death,  they  bafely  drive  to  fliun. 

Maxim.  T o  this  wild  Rage  what  blind  Defpair  tranfports  you? 
O  Heav’n!  what  Weaknefs  in  a  Soul  fo  firm  I 
Can  your  great  Spirit  make  fo  meart  a  Fight, 

Be  daunted  at  the  firfb  Reverfe  of  Fortune: 

Recall,  recall  this  Virtue  fo  fublime. 

Op’ning  your  Eyes,  at  laft  know  Maximus , 

The  Lover  that  You  lofe,  You  find  in  Me. 

With  equal  Paflion  I  adore  Emilia. 

Emil.  Hold,  you  pretend  too  much;  yet  be  at  lead 
Worthy  of  Her  whom  You  pretend  to  Love, 

Ceafe  meanly  to  avoid  a  glorious  Death, 

Or  offer  me  a  Heart  you  fliow  fo  bafe, 

Make  me  Invidious  of  your  perfect  Virtue, 

And  make  me  Pity,  tho’  I  can  not  Love  you  > 

Exert  the  Grandeur  of  a  Roman  Soul, 

And  fince  Emilia's  Heart  you  can’t  acquire, 

Defcrve  her  Tears  j  if,  as  you  would  infer, 

Your  zealous  Friendfliip  is  concern’d  for  Cinna> 

Should  it  be  fliown  in  flattering  his  Midrefs. 

Learn,  learn  of  Me  the  Duty  of  a  Friend, 

Be  my  Example,  or  let  Me  be  yours. 

Maxim.  Your  blind  Affe&ion  over-bears  yourReafon. 

Emil.  Yours,  in  your  own  Advantage,  is  too  fubtle. 
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Your  Grief  for  Cinna  made  you  talk  of  Vengeance, 

And  yet  amidft  that  Grief  you  profer  Love. 

Maxim.  My  fecret  Flame,  long  forcibly  conceal’d, 

Difcover’d,  rages  and  becomes  Extream. 

Emil.  Forbear,  alasi  forbear  this  vain  Attempt. 

My  Lofs  amazes  Me*  but  not  confounds  Me. 

My  Virtue  ftill  maintains  it  felf  entire, 

Still  undifturb’d  prefides  o'er  all  I  do, 

And  I  can  fee  more  than  you  wifli  I  ftiould. 

Maxim.  Is  Maximus  of  Treachery  fufpe&ed  > 

Emil.  Maximus ,  Maximus ,  I  do  fufpedt  you  ; 

Y our  Flight  appears  to  Me  too  much  concerted. 

Fly  Maximus ,  but  fly  without  Emilia ; 

And  know,  once  more,  your  PafiiQn  is  in  vain  j 
Yet  fear  not  I  fhould  tell  the  World  thy  Bafenefs, 

Nor  do  thou  think,  with  Love  or  Perjuries 
To  dazle  Mej  but  if  I  wrongfully 
Diftruft  thee  Maximus ,  to  prove  thy  Truth, 

Inftead  of  flying  with  me,  with  me  die. 

Maxim.  Live,  beauteous  Fair,  andO!  permit  yourSlave--^ 
Emil.  I’ll  hear  no  more,  except  in  C^r’sPtefence: 

There  fhalt  thou  fee,  if  there  thou  dar’ft  appear, 

For  a  juft  Vengeance,  and  the  Caufe  of  Rome , 

How  greatly  I  receive  my  fatal  Doom, 

How  well  I  brave  Defpotick  Power  enrag’d. 

And  execute  the  Faith  I  have  engag'd, 

There  Maximus ,  thou  there  (halt  learn  from  Me, 

That  thou  wert  Born  Rome's  Citizen,  and  Free. 

Cafar  (hall  find  his  Tyranny  is  vain,  - 
While  Free-born  Souls  a  Angle  Power  difdain. 

And  when  thou  feeft  me  galp  my  lateft  Breath, 

Learn  not  to  wait  ’till  Cafar  gives  thee  Death. 

[  Shews  a  dagger.  Exit * 
Maxim.  Confounded,  defp’rate,  and  if  poilible, 

Thou  Maximus  art  worthy  fuch  Refufal. 

O  Maximus !  what>  what  is  thy  Refolve? 

For  thy  vain  Artifice,  what  Funifhment 
Prepares  thy  Virtue,  Virtue  thus  offended? 
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Let  no  Illufion  Cheat  thee  into  Hopes, 

Emilia t  dying,  goes  to  publifli  all. 

On  the  fame  Scaffold,  will  her  lofs  of  Life 
Dilplay  her  Glory,  and  thy  deathlefs  Shame. 

Thou,  in  one  Day,  haft,  by  a  Slave  deluded, 

Betray’d  thy  Country,  Miftrefs,  and  thy  Friend* 
Euphorbus !  thefe,  thefe  are  the  fad  Effedts 
Of  thy  falfe,  vile  Advice  *  but  yet  I  hope, 

In  injur’d  Cinna’s ,  and  Emilia's  Prefence, 

To  fall  a  worthy  Vidtim  to  their  Wrongs, 

When  flaming  with  Refentment,  in  thy  Blood, 

I  there  have  walht  away  the  anxious  Shame, 

That  racks  my  Soul,  for  having  liften’d  to  thee. 

To  Thee,  and  to  my  more  feducing  Flame. 

O  Love !  thy  abfolute  Command  alone, 

A  glorious  Heart  is  not  afham’d  to  own. 

The  Free-born  Soul  all  Human  Pow’r  difdains, 

That  with  defpotick  Didtates  Man  reftrains  j 
But  Love  holds  all  the  World,  and  Jove ,  in  Chains. 

[Exit. 


The  End  of  the  Fourth  AB. 
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ACT  V.  SCENE  I. 


Auguftus  appears  feated  in  his  Clofet ,  a  Stool  placed 

one  Side  of  his  Chair . 

Enter  Cinna. 

Aug .  f^luna^  fit  down — —be  nearer  yet — -and  now 
V  a  With  fix’d  Attention  mark  my  whole  Difcourfc, 
Prefume  not  with  one  Word,  nor  Exclamation,  * 

To  interrupt  my  Speech*  when  I  have  done, 

Thou  (halt  at  leifure  amply  make  Reply. 

Cin.  I  (hall  obey. 

Aug.  And  I’ll  perform  my  Promife— - 

Cinna>  thou  art  alive ;  tho’  they  who  gave 
To  Thee  thy  Being,  well  thou  art  inform'd. 

Were  Enemies  to  Julius ,  and  to  Me, 

That,  in  their  height  of  Wrath  thou  wer't  conceiv’d, 

Ev’n  born,  and  educated  in  their  Camps, 

And  when  their  Death  had  left  thee  in  my  Pow’r, 

Their  Hatred  deeply  rooted  in  thy  Heart, 

Made  thee  efiay  thy  youthful  Arms  on  Me, 

Nor  has  thy  Inclination  e’er  bely’d 

The  Blood,  that  prompted  thee  to  fide  againft  me. 

The  foie  Revenge  I  took,  was  to  protect  thee  : 

I  made  thee  Captive }  but  to  make  thee  Great, 

My  Court  thy  Prifon,  and  my  Gifts  thy  Fetters, 

Thy  own  Inheritance  I  firft  reftor’d  thee, 

Then,  with  the  Spoils  of  Antony  enrich'd  thee,  x 

And  to  the  Children  of  thofe  Men  prefer'd  thee, 

Who,  in  the  tug,  and  danger  of  the  War, 

Among  my  Troops,  then  held  the  higheft  Rank, 

To  thofe  who  with  their  Blood  bought  me  My  Empire, 
Preferv’d  to  Me  the  Life  which  now  I  breath : 
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In  fuch  a  Manner  I  have  liv’d  with  Thee, 

As  of  the  vanquifh’d  made  the  Vidors  jealous. 

When,  after  fo  much  Favour,  Heav’n  to  fliew 
Some  {parks  of  Anger,  took  Mectnas  from  me, 

In  that  Diftrefs,  his  Place  I  gave  to  Thee, 

And  made  thee,  after  Him,  my  Bofom  Friend, 

Nay  ev’n  this  Day,  when  my  dejeded  Soul 
Prefs’d  hard  to  be  reliev’d  of  Sov’reign  Pow’r, 

I  only  Maximus  and  Thee  confulted. 

Unmov’d  by  His  Advice,  I  follow’d  thine; 

Nay  more,  this  Day  I  gave  to  Thee  Emilia , 

The  worthy,  gen’ral  Objed  of  Rome's  Vows, 

Whom  my  Paternal  Care  To  high  has  rais’d, 

That  crowning  thee  a  King,  had  giv’n  theelefsi 
All  this  thou  doft  remember,  fo  much  Fortune, 

And  fo  much  Glory  Cinna  can’t  fo  foon 
Forget^  yet,  Cinna ,  what  is  {fill  more  ftrange 
All  this  thou  doft  remember,  yet  wou’dft  kill  me. 

,Cin.  Wou’d  I  kill  Cafarl - 

/lug.  Hold,  you  break  your  Promife  5 
Sit  down,  this  is  not  all  I  have  to  fay  > 

Thou,  if  thou  canft,  (halt  jufhfie  thy  felf. 

When  I  have  done,  in  the  mean  Time  obferve. 

And  now  contain  thy  felf.  To-Morrow,  Cinna , 

Thou  at  the  Capitol  muft  give  me  Death, 

Thy  Hand,  inftead  of  Incenfe,  muft  dired 
Thy  fatal  Ponyard  deep  into  my  Bofom, 

One  half  of  thy  Aftociates  muft  poftefs 
The  Door,  while  Me  the  other  Part  furrounds, 

Is  this  a  true  Account,  or  falfe  Sufpicion  ? 

But  {hall  I  name  thy  Fellow-Murtherers, 

Virginianus ,  Glabrio,  Marcellas , 

! Tomponiusy  Lenas ,  ‘Plautus,  Troculus , 

JciliiiSy  Albinas - Maximus - 

Whom,  Cinna ,  after  Thee,  I  lov’d  the  moft. 

The  reft,  not  worthy  to  be  nam’d,  a  heap 

Of  impious  Men  o’erwhelm’d  with  Debts,  and  Crimes, 
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By  the  fair  Methods  of  my  Laws  purfu’d, 

And  who,  defpairing  ftill  to  (hun  their  Juftice, 

Unlefs  the  State  be  ruin’d  can ’c  fubfift. 

Linna}  thou  now  art  Siient,  be  fo  ftill 
More  from  Confufion,  than  from  thy  Obedience. 
What  was  thy  End?  and  what  cou’dft  thou  propofe, 
When  at  thy  Feet  thy  Hand  had  laid  me  dead? 

If  thy  laft  Sentiments  I  underftood, 

Romes  Safety  on  a  Sov’raign  muft  depend -f 
If  for  her  Liberty  thou  fought’ft  my  Life, 

Why  then  didft  thou  oppofe  me,  when  my  Heart, 
And  Maximus ,  both  prefs’d  me  to  reftore  it  ? 

Why  didlt  thou  not  her  Freedom  then  receive? 

Why  now  defire  by  Treafon  to  regain  it  ? 

What  was  thy  Aim?  To  govern  in  my  Stead  ? 

A  miferable  Fate  muft  Rome  attend  j 
If  to  refift  thy  mounting  on  the  Throne, 

She  coud  no  Obftacle  oppofe  but  Me 3 
If  after  Me,  thou  prove  the  greateft  Man, 

And  this  vaft  Burthen  of  her  mighty  Empire, 

Cannot  then  fall  to  better  Hands  than  thine. 

Learn  who  thou  art,  defeend  into  thy  felf, 

Men  honour  thee  in  Rome ,  they  court  and  love  thee  3 
Yet  they  who  envy  now  wou’d  pity  thee, 

If  to  thy  little  Merit  I  fiiou'd  leave  thee. 

Canft  thou  deny  it?  fpeak  thy  mighty  Worth, 

Tell  me  thy  Virtues,  count  thy  great  Exploits, 

And  thy  rare  Qualities  I  ought  to  value, 

That  juftifie  my  laviOi  Bounty  to  thee, 

Count  all  that  raifes  thee  above  the  Vulgar, 

My  Favour  is  thy  Glory,  thence  thy  Pow’r, 

That  only  rais’d  thee,  and  alone  fuftains  thee, 

’Pis  that  alone  in  Thee  the  World  adores, 

Thou,  Cinna>  haft  no  Rank,  no  Credit  Thou  3 
Except,  what  my  indulgent  Favour  gives  thee, 

And  for  thy  Fall,  1  only  need  this  Day 
Reftrain  my  Smiles,  which  are  thy  foie  Support  5 
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Yet  I  had  rather  to  thy  Envy  yield. 

Reign,  if  thou  canft,  tho’  at  my  coft  of  Life* 

But  dar’ft:  thou  think  the  Salvedieni ,  Coffi> 

The  Fabii,  the  Paulini ,  the  Mete lli , 

Befide  fo  many  more,  whofe  lofty  Courage 
Denotes  ’em  for  the  living  Images, 

Of  the  great  Heroes  of  their  glorious  Lines, 

Will  quit  the  noble  Pride,  fuch  gen’rous  Blood 
Infpires,  to  condefcend  that  thou  fhou’dft  reign — — 
Speak,  it  is  time. 

Cm.  Struck,  and  amaz’d  I  (land, 

Not  that  your  Anger,  or  that  Death  affrights  me; 

But  that  a  Roman  cou’d  this  Caufe  betray. 

I,  Cafar ,  am  a  Roman ,  Pompefs  Kinfman  ; 

The  Murther  of  the  Father,  and  two  Sons, 

Your  Father’s  Death  has  not  enough  reveng’d  * 

Hence  is  the  fecret  Caufe,  hence  is  the  foie 
Illuftrious  Motive  of  a  great  Defign, 

And  tho’  my  Crime  expofe  me  to  your  Rigour, 

Expert  not,  Sir,  from  Me  a  mean  Repentance, 

Ufelefs  Regrets,  nor  Tears,  nor  fhameful  Sighs. 

Chance  has  to  Y ou  been  kind,  to  Me  averfe. 

I  know  what  I  have  done,  what  you  muft  do, 

Crsfar ,  I  know  my  Death  confirms  your  Safety. 

Aug.  Y ou  brave  me,  Sir,  and  arc  Magnanimous, 

Far  from  excufing,  triumph  in  your  Crime. 

Take  heed  your  Conftancy  be  thorough  Proof. 

Thou  know’fl  what  Thou  haft  done,  what  I  muft  do — 
Thou  know’ft  thy  Death  confirms  my  Life — thou  haft 
Thy  felf  pronounc’d  thy  Sentence-^-chufe  thy  Death. 
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SCENE  II. 


Enter  Livia,  Emilia  and  Fulvia. 

Liv.  All  the  Confed’rates  Cafar  knows  not  yet, 

Emilia ,  Sir,  is  one,  and  fee  (lie’s  here. 

Cin.  Emilia\  O! - 

Aug, .  O  Heav’n!  what?  Thou  my  Child! 

Emil.  What  Cinna  did,  was  to  polTefs  Emilia. 

Aug .  Can  Love,  to  which  this  Day  I  gave  its  Birth, 

So  foon  have  Pow’r  to  make  you  perifli  for  him? 

You  to  thefe  Tranfports  yield  too  much  your  Soul, 

Too  early  love  the  Lover  I  beftow. 

Emil.  Our  Flame,  which  to  your  Vengeance  has  expos’d  me, 
Was  not  the  prompt  Effett  of  your  Commands. 

Four  Years  have  we  conceal’d  our  tender  Paffion, 

Which  kindled  in  our  Hearts  without  your  Order. 

Tho*  Him  I  lov’d,  and  tho’  he  figh’d  for  Me,' 

A  Hatred  yet  more  ftrong  (fill  rul’d  us  both. 

My  Heart  to  Cinna  wou’d  no  Hopes  allow, 

Till  for  my  Father’s  Death  he  vou’d  Revenge. 

I  made  him  fwear  it,  and  he  did  attempt  it  5 
But  the  de fir’d  Succefs  the  Gods  prevented, 

And  I  am  come  to  offer  you  a  Vidlim. 

Not  with  intent  to  fave  a  Lover’s  Life, 

By  charging  on  my  felf  the  Crime  we  boaft. 

In  vain  is  all  Excufc  in  Crimes  of  State. 

To  die  before  his  Eyes,  and  joyn  my  Father, 

Is  all  that  brings  me  here,  and  all  I  hope. 

Aug.  How  long!  O  Heav’n,  and  why  wilt  thou  draw  forth, 
From  my  own  Family,  thy  Darts  againft  me  ? 

Thence  Julia ,  for  her  Liberties  1  banifli’d, 

And  in  her  Place,  my  Kindnefs  chofe  Emilia , 

H  Of 
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Of  which,  I  find,  like  her,  (he’s  moft  unworthy. 

One  ftain’d  my  Honour,  t’other  feeks  my  Blood. 
Emilidy  O  my  Child'  is  this  the  Price? 

This  the  Return  of  my  Paternal  Love  ? 

Emil .  So  was  my  Father’s  Love  for  you  return’d. 
Aug .  Think  with  what  Care!  rear’d  thy  tender  Youth. 
Emil.  With  the  fame  tendernefs  He  cherifh’d  thine. 
He  was  your  Tutor,  and  you  his  Affaftin. 

Ctefar,  from  you  I  learn’d  the  way  to  Guilt, 

This  difference  there  is  Ywixt  yours  and  mine, 

You  to  Ambition  facrific’d  my  Father, 

And  a  juft  Fury  of  Revenge  in  Me, 

Would  for  his  guiltlefs  Blood,  your  Blood  have  ftied. 

Liv.  Emilia ,  hold,  it  is  too  much  $  confider, 

C<efar  has  well  repay’d  thy  Father’s  Care  5 
His  Death,  with  which  thy  Memory  inflames 
Thy  Fury,  was  the  Error  of  Augujtus, 

Not  of  Ottavius^  and  the  Crimes  of  State, 

Which,  for  the  Crown,  we  fometimes  muft  commit. 
The  Gods  forgive,  when  they  the  Crown  beftow. 
Whatever  Cafar  did,  or  ever  (hall, 

Inviolable  ever  is  his  Perfon. 

Our  Fortunes,  and  our  Days  we  owe  to  him, 

But  o’er  a  Sov’raign  who  pretends  a  Right  ? 

Emil.  From  what  I  urg’d  you  might  perceive  I  meant. 
Not  to  excule ;  but  aggravate  my  Crime. 

Punilh  then,  Cafar,  thefe  my  guilty  Charms, 

Which  make  your  glorious  Fav’rites  your  Aftaflins, 
lake,  take  my  Life,  to  make  your  own  fecure ; 

If  to  this  Treafon  I  have  tempted  Cinnay 
Like  him,  1  many  others  may  feduce, 

And  you  in  greater  Danger  will  remain. 

When  with  a  double  Hatred  1  inrag’d, 

A  Father,  and  a  Lover  wou’d  revenge. 

Civ.  C<efar,  Yis  Time  1  ihou’d  unfold  the  Truth. 

Ere  yet  I  lov’d  her,  this  Defign  I  form’d  ; 

To  my  pure  Vows  inflexible  fhe  prov’d, 
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I  fought  by  other  Cares  her  Heart  to  fofcen, 

Talk’d  to  her  of  her  Father,  and  your  Rigour, 

Offer’d  my  Hand,  as  I  had  done  my  Heart  > 

How  fweet  is  Vengeance  to  a  Woman’s  Mind! 

With  that  I  prefs’d,  with  that  I  took  her  Soul, 

My  little  Share  of  Merit  She  defpis’d; 

But  cou’d  not  flight  the  Heart  that  wou’d  revenge  her* 
I  am  the  Chief,  fhe  only  the  Accomplice. 

Emil.  When  I  muft  die,  to  rob  me  of  my  Glory, 
Cinna,  is  that  thy  lateft  Proof  of  Love  ? 

Cm.  Contented  I  cou’d  die,  depriv’d  of  all 
The  Glory  gain’d,  by  an  Attempt  fo  great  i 
If  that  wou’d  make  thee  deign  to  live*  wou’d  Cafar> 
(Sparing  the  guilty  Daughter’s  Blood)  repay 
That  Life,  he  from  the  guiltlefs  Father  took. 

Emil.  Know,  Cinna ,  Cafar  cannot  fave  my  Life, 
Unlofs  he  firfl  fubmit  to  give  thee  thine  5 
Leave  me  my  fhare  of  Fame,  and  take  your  own. 

Mine  wou’d  be  lefs,  fliou’d  I  diminifh  yours. 

Pleafure  and  Torment,  Glory  and  Difgrace, 

True  Lovers  bear  akke,  alike  enjoy. 

We,  Cafar>  have  two  Roman  Souls,  and  We 
Uniting  our  Defires,  then  joyn’d  our  Hate, 

The  quick  Refentment  of  our  murthcr’d  Parents, 

At  the  fame  Inftant  taught  us  both  our  Duty, 

In  this  great  Enterprize  our  Hearts  have  met. 

And  which  our  gen’rous  Souls  together  form’d, 

And  we  together  feek  a  glorious  Death 3 

Part  not  in  Death,  thofe  whom  in  Life  you  join’d* 

Aug .  I  will  unite  you,  falfe,  ungrateful  Pair, 

Of  all  my  Foes  the  mod  implacable. 

Yes,  I  will  joyn  you,  fince  you  fo  defire, 

’Tis  fit  the  World  of  my  Reftntmer.t  know 
The  horrid  Caufe,  and  that  at  once  it  iland 
Aftonifht  with  the  Crime,  and  Punilhment. 
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Enter  Maximus, 

But  fee,  Heav’n  (miles  on  Ctefar,  and  has  fent 
A  Friend  new  wrefted  from  the  furious  Waves. 

Approach  my  only  prov’d  and  faithful  Friend. 

Maxim.  Towards  Me  your  Thoughts  too  kindly  are  difpos’d. 
Aug .  After  Remorfe,  like  thine,  O  Maximus ! 

Mention  no  more  thy  Crime,  fince  from  fuch  Peril, 

Thy  Gratitude,  thy  Virtue  has  preferv’d  me, 

I  owe  to  Thee  my  Empire,  and  my  Life. 

Maxim.  Know  better  the  word  Enemy  you  have. 

Cafar,  that  ftill  you  reign,  that  (hill  you  live, 

My  jealous  Rage  has  been  the  fecret  Caufe. 

A  mean  Repentance  checkt  not  Maximus 5 
I  ftill  deflr’d  to  fet  my  Country  free, 

And  have  alone,  to  make  my  Rival  perifh. 

Our  juft,  our  gen’rous  Enterprife  reveal’d. 

X  wanted  Time,  by  fpecious  Hopes  of  Vengeance, 

Or  from  the  Fear  of  Death,  to  make  Emilia 

Confent  to  fly  with  Me - (he  was  fo  dauntlefs. 

So  far  from  catching  my  grofs  Allurement, 

That  then,  her  Courage,  Senfe,  and  Virtue  try’d, 

Their  Force  redoubled — Cafar  knows  the  reft. 

I  by  a  Freedman’s  Council  have  betray’d 
My  Glory,  Rome ,  my  Miftrefs,  and  my  Friend, 

Had  I  not  hop’d  to  punilh  here  Euphorbus , 

And  fall  before  this  injur’d  Pair  a  Vi£Um, 

To  expiate  thefe  Execrable  Crimes, 

I  would  have  fcorn’d  to  live,  to  tell  my  Story. 

Aug .  O  Heav’n !  is  this  enough,  or  to  my  Ruin 
Have  I  one  Friend  Fate  has  not  yet  feduc’d  ? 

Let  Fate  Confed’rate  with  its  own  Efforts 
The  Power  of  Hell*  yet  Cafar  o’er  himfelf, 

And  of  the  Univerfe  remains  Supream. 

1  am,  and  will.  O  Ages !  O  Remembrance  l 
This  my  laft  Vi&ory  record  for  ever. 


This 
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This  Day  I  triumph  o’er  a  Wrath  more  juft. 

Than  ever  yet  a  Mortal  Temper  prov’d. 

Cinna  be  now  my  Friend ;  ’tis  my  Requeft. 

Once,  as  an  Enemy,  thy  Life  I  gave  thee, 

Spight  of  the  Rage  of  thy  malicious  Fate, 

I  give  it  thee  again,  as  my  A  {Tallin. 

From  henceforth,  Cinna ,  let  our  only  Strife 
Be,  who  can  bell  beftow,  who  heft  receive. 

You  to  my  Benefits  have  prov’d  ungrateful ; 

Now,  in  return,  I  will  redouble  them, 

And  having  loaded  thee,  with  them  o’erwhelm  thee: 

Once  more,  this  Beauty  from  my  Hand  receive, 

And  with  Her  take  the  Confulfhip  of  Rome . 

Love  him,  my  Child,  and  this  Illuftrious  Rank, 

To  him  I  give,  toCtefar’s  Blood  prefer, 

Learn  thou  of  Me  thy  Pafllon  to  fubdue  3 
But  moft  of  all,  Emilia ,  know  that  I, 

More  than  a  Father,  give  thee  in  a  Husband. 

Emil.  This  elevated  Goodnefs  has  o’ercome  me, 

Its  Luftre  diflipates  the  Fumes  of  Rage, 

And  fiiews  the  Crime  which  took  the  Shape  of  Juftice  > 

I  feel  a  due  Repentance  pierce  my  Soul, 

And  my  whole  Heart  joyns  in  the  keen  Remorfe, 

Which  yet  the  fear  of  Death  could  not  effe&y 
Heav’n  your  fuperiour  Grandeur  has  refolv’d, 

The  Rage,  I  thought  Immortal,  is  expir’d. 

The  Heart  that  could  not  brook  Imperial  Pow’r, 

Intirely  is  become  your  Faithful  Subject, 

And  looking  back  with  Horror  on  its  Hate, 

Beats  with  Defire  to  ferve  its  Emperor. 

Cin.  What  (hall  I  fay  to  Cafar>  when  fuchTreafon, 

Inftead  of  Puniftiment,  receives  Reward  ? 

O  Virtue  without  Parallel !  O  Mercy! 

That  makes  my  Crime  more  vile,  yourPower  more  glorious. 

Aug .  Ceafe  to  retard  a  generous  Oblivion, 

And  both,  as  I  do,  Maximus  forgive. 

[7  0  Cinna  and  Emilia. 

AU  Three  he  has  betray’d;  yet  bv  his  Treafon, 

You 
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You  now  arc  Innocent,  and  now  my  Friends. 

Retake  with  Me,  my  Friend,  thy  former  Place, 

[To  Maximus. 

Thy  former  Credit,  and  thy  former  Fame. 

From  You  Euphorbus  mu  ft  his  Grace  obtain, 

In  which,  let  Unna  and  Emilia  joyn. 

Hymen>  to  Morrow’s  Eve,  (hall  crown  their  Love} 

If  ftill  you  Love,  be  that  your  Punifhment. 

[To  Maximus. 

Maxim .  At  Cinna’ s  Happinefs  I  murmur  not, 

To  which,  his  Title  is  more  juft  than  mine, 

I  ftand  abafh’d  at  your  exalted  Goodnefs* 

But  not  repining  at  the  Blcfiing,  Cafar> 

Of  which  your  God-like  Juftice  has  depriv’d  me. 

Cin.  Permit,  my  Virtue,  to  my  Heart  recall’d, 

May  Confecrate  to  you  a  Faith,  that  once 
To  myConfufion  was,  fo  vilely,  broken ; 

But  now  become  fo  firm,  fo  far  from  wav’ring, 

That  not  the  Rack  nor  Death  could  make  it  (hake. 

May  the  great  Mover  of  propitious  Fates, 

To  lengthen  CV far’s  Days,  retrench  the  Years 
Of  all  Mankind  $  and  grant,  juft  Heav’n!  that  J, 

By  fome  peculiar  envy’d  Chance, that  Life 
From  C<efar  I  receiv’d,  may  lofe  for  Cafar. 

Liv.  Cefar>  this  is  not  all }  a  Flame  Celeftial, 

With  its  Prophetick  Ray,  informs  my  Soul. 

Hear  what  to  You  the  Gods  by  Me  declare. 

Rome  now  without  a  Murmur  will  obey, 

Ho  barb’rous  Purpofe,  nor  ungrateful  Envy, 

Will  more  oppofe  the  Courfe  of  fuch  a  Life, 

No  more  Confpirators,  no  more  Aftaftins, 

You  have  acquir’d  the  Pow’r  to  reign  o’er  Hearts, 

Rome ,  with  a  Joy,  ihe  fcarcely  can  fupport, 

To  you  refigns  the  Empire  of  the  World, 

Your  Kingly  Virtues  foon  will  let  her  know, 

Her  Happinefs  demands,  that  you  fiiould  Reign. 

From  a  long  Error  perfedly  deliver’d, 


She 
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She  now,  mo  Rule  conceives,  but  of  a  King. 

Pofterity  fliall  C a  far’s  Name  present, 

As  an  Example  to  the  greateft  Prince, 

The  Gods  fhall  ever  chufe  to  Rule  the  World. 

Aug .  Your  Augury,  my  Livia ,  I  believe, 

And  dare  to  hope,  that  I  (hall  prove  it  true. 

Let  double  Wreaths,  and  Vi&nns,  on  the  Morn, 

The  Temples  fill,  and  Capitol  adorn.  r 

Our  Priefts  will  now  more  Happy  Omens  find, 

Since,  to  my  Vows,  my  Peoples  Hearts  are  joyn’d; 

And  to  the  bold  Confpirators  declare, 

His  Subjects  Lives  are  Crffar’s  neared  Care, 

That,  having  all  fubdu’d,  he  crown  d  his  Fame, 

When,  in  their  Favour,  he  himfclf  o’ercame, 

And  doom’d  the  Guilty,  only  to  their  Shame. 

[  Exeunt  Omnes 
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*>  %  V  !  I  fc 

■  •*  ■■■»>••*  U  <  r  s  >  l  n  r'r‘? 

-  Spoken  by  Mrs.  Porter. 

I  Laugh  to  think  now,  How  thofe  Wags  are  lit , 

Who  gape  agog,  for  wanton  Turns  of  Wit, 

Our  Mai  Sen  Mufe  abhors  a  double  Jeft , 

That  puts  the  blooming  Virgin  to  the  Tejl, 

She  makes  no  Sport  for  thofe  ill-manner  d  Spies , 

That  watch  to  fee  the  confcious  Bla/hes  rife, 

And  foon  as  they  perceive  the  mode  ft  Flame, 

Againjl  her  Will,  adorn  the  Virtuous  Fame, 

Purfue  her  bajhful  Eyes  with  brutal  Stare, 

And  with  a  guiltlefs  Shame  oerfpread  the  tortur'd  Fair . 
Their  Savage  Hearts  ne'er  feel  the  foft  Dejires, 

Of  Love  refind,  which  the  chajle  Nymph  infpires . 

But  to  the  Point - 1  ceud  not  in  one  Place 

Of  the  whole  Play  bewail  Emilia’/  Cafe } 

For  who  coud  bear,  that  Jhe  whom  Rome  did  boajl, 

Was  of  her  Conquer'd  World,  the  reigning  Toaft, 

Shoit  d ?  for  a  Parent  fjain  full  twenty  Tears, 

Befign  her  Soul  to  Grief  her  Eyes  to  Tears, 

To  gralifie  her  Vengeance,  and  her  Hate, 

Expof  her  Lover  to  her  Father  s  Fate, 

Her  Charms  to  form  fuck  dreadful  Plots  imploy. 

And  in  her  Prime  refrain  chafte  Hymen’/  Joy . 

Among  the  Men  of  Pleafure  Jure  then's  none. 

Who  did  not  Cinna’/  wretched  Fate  bemoan  $  I 

For 
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For  be  poor  Man,  if  his  Attempt  mifcarrf  d. 

Was  to  be  bang'd  j  if  it  Jucceeded — many  d. 

The  Fate  of  Maximus,  7//  true >  might  move 
The  Heart  that  knows  the  Pangs  of  jealous  Love , 
When,  plotting  Cinna’/  Death ,  he  firove,  in  vain 
To  foftcn  bright  Emilia’/  fierce  Difdain. 

Be /ides,  tho  Caviar  granted  him  his  Life , 

He  lofi  a  Mifirefs  \ — but  he  fcap'd  a  Wife. 

Li  via  well  knew  her  Husband's  Caufe  was  evil. 
And  told  him  that  a  Tyrant ,  like  the  Devil, 

To  make  Mankind  his  Vaffals,  mufi  be  civile 
*Tis  a  jlrange  Tragedy  1  mufi  confefs. 

In  which ,  we  pity  No  Body's  Difirefs. 

StriCt  Virtue  all  thefe  Characters  will  blame  $ 

Yet  have  they  crown'd  Corneille’/  immortal  Fame  ; 
For  tho  irregular,  much  Praife  they  merit. 

So  well  they  feem  to  Jhew  Rome’/  ancient  Spirit  t 
If,  raifing  here  old  Romans  from  the  dead. 

He  makes  'em  now  repeat  what  once  they  faid, 
While  He  their  lofty  Sentiments  purfues, 

Refin'd  attentive  Hearers  will  excufe, 

The  long  Harangues  of  his  tranfported  Mufe, 

And  when  they  feem  mofi  criminal,  refieB, 

Strong  Pajfions  are  the  haughty  Souls  defeCt. 

F  I  N  I  S. 
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The  Works  of  Virgil  Tranflated  into  Engli[h  Verfe, 
by  the  Right  Honourable  Richard  late  Earl  of  Lauder¬ 
dale.  The  fecond  Edition  very  much  Corrected. 

The  Lives  of  Illuftdous  Men  done  into  Englijh  from 
the  Original  Latin  of  Cornelius  Nepos,  with  a  New 
Chronological  Table.  Price  is.  6d. 

Teretjce's  Comedies  made  Englijh ,  with  his  Life,  &c. 
By  Mr.  Lawrence  Euchard.  Price  is.  6d< 

Juft  in's  Hiftory  of  the  World ,  from  the  AJJyrian  Mo¬ 
narchy  down  the  Time  of  Auguftus  Cafar-,  being  an 
Abridgment  of  Irogus  Fompeius's  ^Philippic  Hiftory, 
with  Critical  Remarks  upon  Juftin.  Made  Englijh  by 
Mr.  7 ho.  Brown.  Price  %s. 

Note ,  Moft  of  the  Claflicks  are  Tranflating  into 

Englijh  Verfe. 

The  Third  Edition  of  the  Succefsful  Pyrate.  Written 
by  Mr.  JohnJon.  As  it  is  A£ted  at  the  Theatre  Royal 
in  SDrury-Lane.  Price  is,  6d. 

Several  of  the  Modern  Plays  are  now  Printing  on  an 
Elziver  Letter,  in  fmall  Volumes. 

Oxford zn&Cambridge  Mifcellany  Poems,  chiefly  writ¬ 
ten  by  Mr.  Fenton,  Mr.  ‘Prior,  Mr.  Charles  Hopkins , 
Mr.  ‘ Philips ,  Mr.  Gardiner ,  Sir  John  ‘Denham,  Lord 
Hallifax,  Dr.  Sprat ,  Dr.  Talden ,  Dr.  W alder n  of  All- 
Souls,  Mr.  Bijhop,  Mr.  Jackfon,  Dr.  Chetwood,  Mr. 
Boyle,  Col.  Hunningham ,  Mr.  Otway ,  Jo.  Haynes ,  Mr. 
Milton,  Mr.  Trapp,  Mr.  Duke,  Mr.  Bate,  Mr.  Hall, 
Mr.  Burnaby,  and  Mr.  Warmjirey .  Price  y  s. 


The 


Bcoks  Printed  for  B.  Lintot't. 

The  Works  of  Dr.  King  in  two  Volumes,  Bvo.  con¬ 
taining  all  his  Mifceilanies  in  Prole  and  Vcrfe.  His  Art 
of  Love  in  Imitation  of  Ovid  de  Arte  Amandi.  His 
Art  of  Cookery  in  Imitation  of  Horace's  Art  of  Poe¬ 
try.  To  which  are  added.  Some  Familiar  Letters  to 
Or.  Lifter,  and  others,  concerning  the  Soupes  and  Sau¬ 
ces  of  the  Ancients.  Alfo  his  uieful  Tranfadions,  ex¬ 
ceeding  rhofe  of  the  Royal-Society.  Illuftrated  with 
Copper  Plates.  Price  12  s. 

An  Hiftorical  Account  of  the  Heathen  Gods  and  He¬ 
roes,  necellary  for  the  underftanding  of  the  ancient  Po¬ 
ets.  Being  an  Improvement  of  whatever  has  been  hi- 
therro  written  by  the  Greek ,  Latin,  French ,  and  Englijh 
Authors  upon  tnat  Subjeft.  By  Or.  King.  Written  for 
the  Ufe  of  Weftminfler ,  and  all  other  great  Schools. 
Price  2  s. 

A  compendious  Hiftory  of  the  Church  from  the  Be¬ 
ginning  of  the  World  to  the  prefent  Time.  Abridg’d 
by  Lewis  Eilis  Duptn  himfelf,  with  a  moft  exadl  Chro¬ 
nological  Table  to  the  whole;  tranflated  from  theFrench , 
and  Printed  in  four  Volumes  Twelves  on Elziver Letter. 
Price  14  s. 

The  Traveller’s  Guide,  or  a  moftexad  Defcription  of 
the  Roads  of  England.  Being  Mr.  Oglebfs  arfual  Sur¬ 
vey,  and  Menfuration  by  the  Wheel  of  the  great  Roads 
from  London  to  any  considerable  Cities  and  Towns  in 
England  and  Wales ,  together  with  the  crofs  Roads  from 
one  City  or  eminent  Town  to  another.  Wherein  is  (hewn 
the  Didance  from  Place  to  Place,  and  plain  Diredlicns 
given  to  find  the  Way,  by  fetting  down  the  Town,  Vil¬ 
lage,  River,  Brook,  Bridge,  Common,  I  or  eft,  Wood, 
Copice,  Heath,  Moor,  &c.  that  occur  in  palling  the  Roads ; 
and  for  the  better  Illuftration  thereof,  are  added  Tables, 
wherein  the  Names  of  the  Places,  with  their  Diftanc.s* 
are  fee  down  in  a  Column,  in  fo  plain  a  Manner,  that 
meer  Strangers  may  travel  all  over  England  without  any 
other  Guide.  Price  is.  6d, 
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